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THE ONE I LOVE. 


Out where the brown-eyed daisies 
Nod on the zephyr’s breast— 

Down where the river, sobbing, 
Grieveth itself to rest ; 
There with her grievous plainting, 
Mourneth the turtle-dove— 

There in the peace eternal, 
Sleepeth the one I love! 


Earth was not fit to keep her; 
God, in his wisdom good, 
Called her in summons loving, 
Spake and she understood ! 
Softly she rests while birdlings 
Chortle their baby lays; 
There by the sobbing river, 
Peaceful, she sleeps always! 


Here there is strife and turmoil; 
Struggles that must be won; 

Hope that must spring eternal, 
Work that is just begun! 

But in the thick of battle, 
Turneth my eyes above ; 


Loveth my heart the dearest 
Praise from the one I love! 


Her’s was a life of beauty, 
Angel of earth was she— 

Mother of mine, I love you, 
This is my song to thee: 

Out where the brown-eyed daisies 
List to the mourning dove, 

There where the river sobbeth, 
Sleepeth the one I love! 
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THE OLD CROSS-ROAD. 


Come with me by the old cross-road 
That leads to Uncle Bill’s; 

Down this way through a dreamland filled 
With peace that God instills! 


Follow me by the winding rut 
Where baby rabbits play, 

Deep and far in the fragrant dell 
With brook-splashed roundelay! 


Come with me where the moo-cows drink; 
Aye! drink unto their fill— 

Down the road, past the stubble field 
Where pipes the whip-poor-will ! 


Goldenrod and the sumac red 
Are banked in bright array, 
Bees, a-buzz, hum a drowsy strain 
Throughout the cross-road way! 


Take my hand o’er the rock-strewn gulch 
And on to Uncle Bill’s— 

This is life in a paradise 
That thrills and thrills and thrills! 


Oh, for gift but to keep my heart 
A-fill with cross-road joy, 

Incense pure of the days when I 
Was just a country boy! 
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THE TWO SONS. 


As fruit of holy, wedded love 

Were sent twin cherubs from above— 
Two babes of noble form and face: 
Two stalwart princes of their race! 
One chose to follow Ares star 

And forced his conquests near and far! 
By day, by night, on land or sea, 

His flag was flung to victory! 


The other loved his books and pen; 

He wrote of brooks, and fields, and men. 
He wrought with human, honest art 

To write the stories of the mart. 

He told, in glowing words of pride, 

Of home, and peace, and love beside! 

His chevaliers were brave and true, 

His women fair, his skies were blue. 

His pen of many moods portrayed 

Life’s brightest sunshine, sombrest shade! 


Meanwhile the world her homage gave 
The writer and the soldier brave— 

They crowned the conquering warrior-son, 
But love was what the other won! 
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SUCCESS AND LUCK. 


Success was an earnest boy, 
With dinner pail and spade; 
While Luck hung about the town 
Where bottle pool was played! 


Success was at work each day 
From daylight until dark! 

But Luck with one eye alert 
Lolled ’round the city park! 


Ah, me! this was long ago— 
But morals must not fail. 
Success? Oh, he’s working yet! 
And Luck? Oh, Luck’s in jail! 
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In the grate’s silhouette when the curtains are down, 
Is the mind’s Wanderland—is Utopian Town. 

In Utopian Town is a quaint, country street 
Winding gently away to where rivulets meet. 


And ’tis shady and still, save for birdling and breeze 
That are singing of love in the sycamore trees; 

There the butterflies glint *mong the old-fashioned flow’rs; 
There at eventide love plights its troth ’neath the bow’rs. 


Ah! there’s peace in the shade of Utopian Town, 

There is comfort and rest ’neath the boughs that bend down ; 
For the gold-serried world is held back by a ban— 

Where a rose is a rose, and a man is a man! 


In the slave marts of lust, in the maelstrom of strife, 
There are thousands who long for the natural life, 

And the Mammon King sneers as he jingles his gold 
O’er the shamble of hearts where the heart’s blood is sold. 


But there’s God in the peace of Utopian Town, 
Where a man is himself with his idols cast down— 

Where a heart is a heart, not a cold pulsing thing 
That is stone to a woe and is dead to a sting! 


Let us strive for a day when man’s reason shall reign, 
When his soul shall rebel at the sight of a stain— 

Let us live man to man, barring scepter and crown, 
In the Kingdom of Right—in Utopian Town! 
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“LAFFIN’.” 


I loves th’ man with jocund laf, 
Th’ man with heart o’ glee, 

That rocks hisself and “haw-haw-haw’s” 
Right out, an’ slaps his knee! 


There’s heaps 0” joy in chokin’ lafs 
Thet comes fr’m way down deep, | 

Thet throbs with pulsin’ “haw-haw-haws” 
*Til trouble goes t’ sleep. 


This world is full o’ cryin’ need 
Fer men with lafter clear— 

_ Fer men as opens wide their yewps 

An’ cirkilates ther cheer! 


Who keers t’ meet a low’rin’ face, 
Er hipercrital whine? 

Who wants ¢’ drink o’ bitterness 
Instid o’ warmin’ wine? 


Why, lafin’ carries half th’ load 
Up this steep hill o’ life, 

While scowlin’ is a-hindrin’ sore 
In this here naggin’ strife. 


They ain’t no use 0’ bein’ glum 
On top o’ this green sod. 

So wreath yer face in jov’al smiles, 
An’ laf yer way t’ God! 
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RIPLEY’S BILL. 


“Stranger, did ye ever hear a’ Bill? 
Him as lived at Ripley’s mill, 

Way off yonder, daown th’ crick, 
Where th’ waters, ca’m an’ slick, 
Sort o’ git the’r dander riled 

An’ rush on/’ards till they’r piled 
In a heap o’ suds an’ lace 

At th’ bottom o’ the race? 


“Bill, he was Ol’ Ripley’s son— 
Sternest man alive, by gun! © 
Madder than a hornet’s nest 
When young Bill he seemed possessed 
Just t’ write about them trees, 
Honeysuckles, birds an’ bees! 
Larruped Bill and swore he’d sce 
If from him ther’d ever be 

One o’ them there dum’ galoots 
Writin’ how th’ riffles shoots, 
An’ th’ billers whispers low 

T’ th’ willers as they flow! 


“Wanted Bill t’ tend th’ place 
*Stead a’ writin’ o’ th’ race. 
Er by the eternal sin, 

Never show his face ag’in! 


“Sort o’ filled up like an’ blurred, 
Bill he never said a word! 
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RIPLEY'S BILL. 


Kissed his ma a sad good-bye— 
Fourteen years ago—er nigh! 


“OY man sorter failed some way, 
Ever since that autumn day 
When th’ woods was full o’ gold; 
An’ the crick ’d seemed to scold 
Every time he hearn it run— 
Fer th’ trick he’d played his son! 


“On’ct they heerd that Bill was dead! 
Ol’ Cy Mack he “lowed he’d read, 

On his way to County Cork, 

All about it in N’ York! 


“Then they hearn it wasn’t so, 
But that Bill ’d made it go, 

An’ was writin’ things—an’ books 
Full o’ country folks an’ brooks! 
An’ one day a paper come 
Puffin’ Bill up big, with some 
©’ his writin’s pic-chured fine, 
With a lot o’ sprays and vine 
Windin’ round his photygraft! 
Made me cry—an’ then I laft, 
Fer I see OI’ Ripley’s mill 

In this stuff ’twas writ by Bill. 


“Now I hearn that they’ve fergiv’! 
Bill’s no more a fug-y-tive! 
Welcome home now any time, 
’*Spite o’ his galootin’ rhyme! 
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RIPLEY'S BILL. 


“Ripley’s telegraft to Bill. 
Hardly wants t’ wait until 
Fastest train across th’ state 
Brings his boy at lightnin’ rate! 


“Now ye know about th’—What! 
Suff’rin’ Moses, I’ll be swat! 

You want never Ripley’s Bill? 
Well I’m dinged! By gosh! By hen! 


But you’ve growed like sin since then!” 


CUPID AND THE OWL. 


An owl sat in a jack-oak tree 

And blinked his big, round eyes at me; 

At Rose and me beside the brook, 

In calm, sequestered, moonlit nook. 

Then screeched the owl with bold halloo, 

And brashly queried, “Whoo? Whoo? Whoo?” 


“It’s only Rose and I,” I said, 
“And you would better go to bed, 
Instead of rudely staring thus 
With your big eyes a-down at us.” 
But Mr. Owl, with much ado, 
He petulantly hooted “Whoo?” 


“It’s Rose,” I said; “just Rose and 1; 
Beside us two there’s no one nigh. 
We’re sitting here upon the brink— 
And what is more, I do not think 
It’s extra nice to thus pursue 

Your impolite, persistent ‘Whoo? ” 


The big owl blinked his eyes at me 

From out the foliage of the tree; 

“Whoo, whoo? Whoo whoo?” he weirdly shrieked, 
And then at Rose and me he peeked. 

“Tt’s only we,” I cried; “we two!” 

But all he answered was “Whoo? Whoo?” 


“Just Rose and I—cr—course you know 
There’s Cupid with his silver bow! 
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CUPID AND THE OWL. 


But ’tis not thee he seeks to maim— 

The elf is out for bigger game!” 
And then that ow! went straight to bed, 

Shut tight his eyes, tucked in his head! 

He must have felt secure apart 

With Cupid aiming at my heart! 


’M COMING HOME. 


Oh, breath of June from the woodland, 
Oh, scent of the stream and fields, 
Oh, droning winds that are whisp’ring 
Of peace that the country yields— 

I’m coming home! 


Oh, lilies floating in bayous, 
Oh, islands of rustling reed, 
Oh, willows bending above them, 
Oh, daisies of fragrant mead— 
I’m coming home! 


Oh, fields that wave like the ocean, 
Oh, billows that ebb and flow, 
Oh, groves that shelter the birdlings, 
Oh, banks where the sunsets glow— 
I’m coming home! 


Oh, maiden fair as the flowers, 
With eyes that are soft and blue, 
Await to-night by the arbor, 
A-tryst for your lover true— 
I’m coming home! 


CHARLES GALLOP’S ’BUS. 
I wonder where Charles Gallop is—Twas him that druv the ’bus 


Back yonder where I uster live, a little country cuss! 


Charles Gallop he was big an’ tall. His ’bus was long an’ stout 
Th’ winders rattled scand’lous like, but never onct fell out! 


I wonder now where Charlie is? Why, that sleek span o’ his 
Could travel like th’ very wind when they got down ter biz! 


And Charlie went to all the trains by day or in th’ night; 
All over town you'd hear him go jest at th’ break o’ light! 


He’d sit high up there on th’ ’bus an’ “Gid ap!” to th’ bay! 
Avr’ then he’d sit up straighter yit an’ “Gid ap!” to th’ gray! 


Then, mister man! th’ teams he’d pass with rattling, jingling pace— 
An’ sometimes he would let ’em run, rejoicin’ in a race! 


Most always lois 0’ people come into th’ town by train, 
An’ Gallop knew ’em every one on seein’ *em again! 


The travelin’ men would say, “Hullo!” an’ “Gallop, how are you?” 
While actresses would smile an’ smirk an’ giggle, “How-d’-do ?” 


Then Charlie’d holler, “Al] aboard!’ an’ pull the’ door strap tight, 
_An’ drive like Tam O’Shanter did, across the bridge that night! 


One time I went away from home to seek my fortune new; 
I rode on top with Gallop then—Gee whiskers, how we flew! 
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CHARLES GALLOP’S “BUS. 


But when I come home in the night, I set down on th’ seat, 
Fer I was feelin’ sort o’ blue an’ all worked out an’ beat! 


I wonder now where Charlie is, a drivin’ them equines, 
A settin’ straight away up there, an’ holdin’ of th’ lines? 


- But anyhow when Gab’rel calls, he needn’t make no fuss, 
Ner send his spangled cheer-i-ut—I’]1 ride in Gallop’s ’*bus! 


NOTHING AND SOMETHING. 


There’s “nothing to do” for the sluggard 
In all of this great, wide world! 
Nothing to win in the battles 
Of Life, where the flag’s unfurled ! 
“Nothing to do!” 


But there’s something to do for the worker 
Who toils through the thick and thin! 
Something to do in the charges 
Of Life, where the bravest win! 
“Something to do!” 


VACATION TIME. 


“Sister” and I were just jolly chums 
Up in Wisconsin, at “Meadow Farm.” 
Ske was my “pardner,” a slender reed ; 
1 was her “brother” xo shield from harm, 
“Sister” and I! . 


“Sister” and I were like two old pals, 
Up in Wisconsin, those summer hours, 
Care free and glad in the nature nooks, 
Far io the north with its vine-decked bowers! 
“Sister” and I! 


Sister’ and I told our sacred dreams, 
Skimming the bayous, and then away! 
Deep in the wood where the great elms grow, 
Joyous we romped till the dusk of day— 

“Sister” and I! 


*Sister’s” blue eyes were like summer skies, 
Sapphires aglow! And her lips were red! 
Laugh like the ripple upon the ford! 
Hands that were warm when by rough paths sped 
“Sister” and I! 


“Sister” and I are in town again— 
Here, I am told, she is “Miss Frazore!” 
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VACATION TIME. 


“Sir, there’s a difference *twixt this and that, 
Now we’re in town and vacation’s o’er! 
‘Sister’ no more!” 


“Sister” and I! Ah, those happy days, 
When we were chums where the zephyr’s charm 
Filled our two hearts with a strange new joy, 
Up in Wisconsin at “Meadow Farm’”— 
“Sister” and J! 


TO-MORROW. 


The sunset last might was a blending of light— 
’Twas amethyst, golden and blue— _ 

But midnight was jet and the cloudbanks were set 
*°Gainst walls of Plutonian hue! 


The Thunder God bowled pond’rous spheroids that rolled 
Down stretches of firmament rent! 

The lightning leaped high in the turbulent sky ; 
The woods, like the willows, were bent! 


* * od 


Our lives, like the sky, go in chaos awry, 
Our calms in our tempests are lost— 

But morn’s beacon comes to uplift from the slums 
Our hopes that were shattered and tossed! 


For midnight, so dun, cannot shadow the sun 
Of morning, the blithesome and bright! 
The bonny, blue sky with its haze drifting by 

Dispels all the clouds of the night! 


Take heart, everyone, when your journey’s begun 
In light that is struggling and wan— 

No matter the dark; there’ll be sun with the lark! 
Trudge onward and watch for the dawn! 


A BIT OF PARADISE. 


Far in the Northland country 
A magic valley lies, 
Dreaming, it sleeps enchanted 
By the South Wind’s lullabys! 


List to the lap of waters, 

And the bittern’s piping call, 
Borne on the fragrant zephyrs 

From the pine trees spare and tall! 


Days there are domed with azure, 
And the jeweled stars by night 
Scatter their silver quivers 
At the subtle, soft moonlight! 


There let me dream enraptured 
By the South Wind’s lullabyes, 
Far in the Northland country 
In a sun-kissed paradise ! 
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WHEN THE BOBBER BOBS. 


It’s agin’ all laws o’ fishin’ an’ ferninst th’ book 0” rules ; 


Scientific anglers scorn it as the instrument o’ fools! 
But, durn me, I jist like it, spite o’ that there city snob— 


For there’s nothin’ like a bobber, 
An’ I love bob! 
to er 


see 


When th’ sun is risin’ yeller an’ th’ birds is wakin’ up, 
Fillin’ all th’ world with singin’, fillin’ full joy’s brimmin’ cup— 


39 


WHEN THE BOBBER BOBS. 


Then I sort er git excited with my hick’ry pole an’ cob 
An’ I tickle in my denims 
When I sce bob! 
the er 
bob— 


Ain’t no use fer fancy tackle, bristol rod, ’er whirrin’ reel 
Gittin’ tangled like ol’ whiskey makes a feller’s brain cell’ feel— 
But, gee whillikens, I’m happy with th’ risin’ o’ th’ sun 
When th’ bobber gits to bobbin’ 
And the string- gun! © 
in __ be- 
is 


First she trembles on th’ water an’ th’ circles broaden wide, 
Ripplin’ inter baby billers, sputt’rin’ onward with th’ tide; 
Then she jumps like all creation, does that jigg’rin’, teet’rin’ cob, 
Gittin’ me all flushed an’ flutt’rin’ 
Count o’ that bob ! 
there bin’ 


bob- 


An’ when night comes I turn homeward, loaded down with strings 
o’ fish, 
S’prisin’ all them city fellers—causin’ them t’ wish and wish 
They had thrun away ther riggin’, reel an’ all—an’ smoked a cob, 
Fishin’ like a “native’’ fishes 
With a stick bob! 
pole a 
an’ 
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CONTENTMENT. 


To be content is more than gold! 
To love thy fellow man, I hold, 

Is greater far than pow’r untold! 
The skies are blue, the sunsets red, 
And yet men worship clouds instead! 


The Lotus land they seek afar, 

And struggle onward by the star 

Of false ambition and of war! 

About their cots the hills are fair, 

The blossoms there are sweet and rare! 
Why seek beyond and harvest care? 


Cocagne is ever far away | 

In mist, to-morrow! While to-day 

The light of joy illumes the way! 

I pray for sight that sees the sun 

Each morning when the day’s begun, 
And grace to praise the day that’s done! 


Give me the sense to scent the rose 
From bud to blossom as it blows! 
Ah! this is bliss unto the close! 

And teach my heart to feel that life 
Is something nobler than a strife! 
To be content! This is my plea! 

To love my neighbor, God and thee! 
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MAKING THE GARDEN. 


Oh, gece! such luck I never saw! 
A boy is just a slave to-day! 
He’s got to dig and work like sin 
*Most every time he wants t’ play! 


Why, darn th’ luck! my ma she sez, 
This garden simply must be made! 
Now she’s gone in t’ git th’ seeds, 
An’ left me workin’ with this spade! 


Oh, my! I wonder which’ll win, 
With Skinny Jones t’ play my base? 
(I wish there wouldn’t nothin’ grow 
Not anywhere upon this place!) 


Doggone th’ garden, anyhow, 
Just now when I have got a kite 
That sails *most like a airship does, 
Away up high, clean out of sight! 


An’ here’s a lot of fish worms, too, 
An’ suckers bitin’! Gee! what fun! 
But I can’t never go to fish 
°Til this here garden work is done! 


There never was a game of ball 
But what I got to—or I should— 
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MAKING THE GARDEN. 


Stay home and help with this or that, 
Ir else pitch in an’ saw th’ wood! 


An’ when th’ circus is in town— 

I better leave there, ma allows, 
About an hour before its dark, 

To go and hustle home them cows! 


Oh, dear! this garden work is hard! 
I’m tired, too,—almost. I feel 
Like I was goin’ t’ faint and fall! 
I guess I’m sick, it seems so real! 


# * * * 


You bet! The score was 6 to 10. 
We walloped ’em at every play! 

I made a home run, too, by jing !— 
I’m glad that I was sick to-day! 
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LULLA-BY TO A PUG DOG. 


Cradle Song to a Nineteenth Century Baby. 


Rock-a-bye, tootsie, you’re mamma’s own pet, 
Sweet little doggie—vour nose is quite wet! 
Kiss, muzzer, Puggie; you cute little thing! 
Snuggle up close now end hear mamma sing: 


“Sleep, sleep, little doggie baby! 
Sleep, sleep; slumber ship ‘Ahoy!’ 

Sleep, sleep, little doggie baby— 
Mamma’s little pug-dog boy!” 


Lulla-by, Puggie; your hair is like moss, 
Licked with vour tiny, red tongue to a gloss, 
Kiss mamma, deary—oh my, what a smell! 
Gnawing a bone, sir! Indeed, I can tell. 


Rock-a-bye, darling; those bad little fleas 

Are really quite naughty my angel to tease! 
But lulla-by, precious, and kiss me once more— 
Now to the sandman in slumber you soar! 


“Sleep, sleep, little doggie baby! 
Sleep, sleep; slumber ship ‘Ahoy!’ 

Sleep, sleep, little doggie baby— 
Mamma’s little pug-dog boy!’ 


Rock-a-bye, Puggie—My! Look at those feet! 
Where have you been in such mud, little sweet ? 
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LULLABY TO A PUG DOG. 


Burrs in your tail, and your car, I declare, 
Has axle-grease on it, all stuck in the hair! 


Rock-a-bye, Puggie; forget all your woes, 

Muzzer just loves you from tail-tip to nose! 

Kiss me, my sweetheart, and close those pink eyes, 
Lulla-by, lulla-by—off to the skies! 


“Sleep, sleep, little doggie baby! 
Sleep, sleep; slumber ship ‘Ahoy!’ 

Sleep, sleep, little doggie baby— 
Mamma’s little pug-dog boy!” 
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UNCLE JOSH IN TOWN. 


I’ve bin to taown, Maria, and I’ve seen a heap o’ things ; 

I rid upon them street cars there, high on them stilts, by jings! 
I seen a hayseed buy a brick—’twas made of phony gold— 

But nary brick did I buy, wife, ner never onct git sold! 

I went to hear the thee-a-tur, and set right daown in front 
Where I could see them ballet girls a doin’ of their stunt! 
While I was thar, a cave collapsed, a tunnel fell right in— 

T didn’t see it, but I heerd *twas awfuller than sin! 

And yistaday, at 2 o’clock, a buildin’ turned around ; 

Clean ’round, the feller said to me, ’thout makin’ any sound! 
Oh lawsy sakes! Oh me! Oh my! There’s music on the street, 
And pretty girls they walk like this, right for’ard on their feet! 
I went up in the Ferris wheel and shot the dizzy chute. 

T met a girl named Flora Dore. Gee whiz! she was a bute! 

I bucked the track fer twenty “bones” and heerd that Susy’s band. 
I visited the red light show end woke in Chinaland! 

Gee whilikens! Maria Ann, I was most awful fly— 

I seen the elephant fer fair and bucked the tiger high. 

TI seen it all, Maria, dear, the hull rip snortin’ thing; 

Th’ vaud-y-ville an’ circus, too—it had a double ring! 

And now I guess, by Jiminy! I’ll go on down to Slacks, 

I’m out of “Cudder’s Ol’ Fine Cut” and kindred smoke terbacks”’! 
I’m goin’ now, Maria Ann—jest lend me fifty cent! 

T’ll pay ye back to-morrer, sure!—I’m short by accident! 
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A rose-bud grew by a sun-fringed path 
Where zephyrs gently blew. 
She tinged the nook with her incense 
sweet 
Inhaled from nectared dew! 


So pure, so coy was this wild rose queen, 
A-fiush with petals fair, 


\ j ‘ 
The West Wind came from beyond the WAN i | 
| Hi 
And day by day through the balmy hours 
He sought, as lover should, 


“ Ginna 4 ¥ . 
To lay his heart at the rose’s bed Ye | | hh, i 


His true love to declare! “Cyl 
Beside the sun-fringed wood! Ay ; ) of i US, 


The rose-bud heard, with her cheeks 
aflame, 
The West Wind’s courting, rife— 
Then lost her heart! And her petals 
oped 
To Love and Hope and Life! 


Yes, she gave herself to the am’rous 
wind— 
Her tips, her heart, to kiss. 
The bold groom blew the flower away 
With fervent soughs of bliss! 


, 
He buoyed her on In a merry race 
Throughout the livelong day— 
At dusk he tired of her fragile face 
And sped his onward way! 


Prone deep she fell in a clodded field 
Her youth and fragrance spent— 
The West Wind, far to the East, forgot 
The flower innocent! 


So cold, so wet, all torn and tossed, 
The wild rose drooped and died; 
But angels wrote in the Book of Life, 
“A rose-bud sanctified!" 


The Master marked where the rose-bud 
fell, 
Her fragrant beauty spent, 
And set her soul, as the queen of stars, 
In Heaven's firmament! 


wees, 


TURN BACKWARD, O SKIPPER. 


The sky to the west is blue, 
With sometimes a cloud betide. 
The hills are of em’rald hue, 
All clothed in a gown of pride! 
The oak and the poplar wave, 

With cherry and elm and ash... 
Deep nooks that the first fires gave 
When God had unloosed the lash, 

Are carpeted o’er with moss! 
The dells are a-bloom with flow’rs, 
While bees to the wind-gods toss 
Their songs in the busy hours! 
And youth at the barefoot stage, 
Conversant with all, is there, 
A-sport where the riffles rage, 
At rest where the sand is bare! 


% ‘* : * * 


I know where this Eden les! 
"Tis where I, a boy, was free 
To play at “The Bend” I prize 
When now I am out at sea! 
Far out from the home I knew, 
Far out past the beacon light, 
I pray, O Ye Skipper true, 
Turn backward for just to-night! 


THE TYPO GIRL. 


She clicks the type in her metal stick, 
At the case against the wall; 

And her eyes are brown as the sun-kissed leaf 
In the glorious, tinted Fall! 


She clicks the type in a rhythmic drone 
And her hands are lythe and fleet— 

Though the foreman fume and the devil swear, 
She but smiles, and her smile is sweet! 


Through carking day on her stool she sits 
As the type she sticks secure ; 

And the liquid depths of her clear, brown eyes 
Tell a tale that her heart is pure! 


Her ways are good in the little town 
Where she sweetly does her part. 
And her life reflects its quiescent calm 
To despondent and burdened heart. 


With clicking stick does she set my Fate 
From the copy in my face— 

For I love the girl with the leaf-brown cyes 
On the stool by the old type case. 
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WHAT DID KATY DO? 


Katydid, Katydid, 
What did Katy do? 
Every night now for a week 
I have listened to your tweak: 
“Katydid! Katydid! Katydid !” 
Pray, what did Katy do? 


Katydid, Katydid, 
Are you sure she did? 
May be Katy did not do 
What you are alluding to! 
“Katydid! Katydid! Katydid !” 
Please, what did Katy do? 


Katydid, Katydid, 

What did Katy do? 
Further back than I can scan, 
Ever since the birth of man, 

You’ve insisted Katy did! 

Come, what did Katy do? 


Katydid, Katydid, 
What did Katy do? 
Must have been an awful sin, 
For three thousand years you’ve been 
Katydiding, Katydiding! 
What can be this awful scandal, 
To be worthy of the candle? 
Oh, what did Katy do? 
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AH SIN THE COOK. 


The mandarin sat in his justice’s chair 

And spat, with a bluff, at the big spittoon; 
Then cleared out his throat, and his clarion cry 

Announced to the bunch there’d be court there soon. 
A coolie was led where the law’s hard eye 

Could fasten its glitter upon his face. 
Then thundered the justice in Japanese: 

“What crime must ye answer fer in this place?” 
“Hi yi,” cried the coolie, “Me velley bad! 

“Me et-ty up Chi Yang’s yellow bow-wow; 
“Me pepper, me saltee, me tastee—just liglht! 

“All same, me alflaid; me makee kotow!” 


“Ten years!” growled the justice, “fer eatin’ him up— 
“TI had my own eye on this very same pup!” 

He spat on the floor and he shut the book, 
And thus closed the case of Ah Sin, the Cook! 
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f Lotus on the shoreward wind. 


Elysian joys are all about 
our cottage in the restful shade. 
\ 


, Tis Paradise enough to be 
Sar. oO == 
Ss a your lot has laid. 


be 


ng not for poppies, rare and red, 
That grow im fabled beauty, far 
rom home, mid scenes that falsely lead 


NZ 
ear Rh } bi, Thy heart to grieving for a star! 
—_— Ss = Nog é 
eS IS 
ee 
SF Behold! The wild rose blooms for thee! 


- Jz, ‘Tis sweet and pure and good to kiss. 


Accept the rose, forget unrest; 
For this is Peace, Contentment, Bliss! 


BOBOLINK | 


Aslant on a gum-weed stalk, 
Where the zephyrs romp at play, 
You sing from your tipsy perch 
A riotous roundelay! 
O bobolink! 


Your melody floods the field, 
In a carol of sweetest zest, 
Doth sing to the mother bird 
A-croon on her downy nest? 

O bobolink! 


Oh, what is your song about? 
Of the babbling brook or glen? 
Or is it a song of hope ?— 
Oh, sing it to me again! 
O bobolink! 


“I sing,” said the bobolink, 
“For my throat is filled with song! 
*Twould burst if I held it back 
From all that the highways throng! 


“Because all about is grain, 
And the bonny sky so fair! 

The wood is a sylvan shade 
With odorous, perfumed air! 


“T sing,” said the bobolink, 

“Just because I’m glad and free! 
My heart is a-flood with love 

Of God, and my babes—and thee.” 
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o'erhead 
A heat that was called by the South Wind, 
the Sun! 


love, 
But this little snow drift was haughty and 


still! 


He stretched forth his arms in a pleading of 


join 


To sing in a river, forever. alway! 


won! 
Then, suddenly. burst through the dark clouds 


chill! 


Way down in the orchard where all was quite 
Until the cold snow drift was softened and 


It thawed all the pretty snow drift in 


a 


The snow man loved on in his own patient way 


It melted the man that was moulded of 
And gladly their lives did the two lovers 
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THE VIGIL OF LOVE. 


MORNING. 
When the morning sun is peeping 
At the virgin daybreak, sleeping 
In the mist— 
When the drowsy birds are crooning 
Lays, their throats will soon be tuning, 
As we list— 
When the golden glow, o’erspreading 
All the canopy, is shedding 
Sunlight, kissed— 
When the world, with gladness throbbing, 
Wakes to joy that sleep is robbing, 
To exist— 
Then my love to her is winging, 
In a jeweled chariot swinging, 
Through the mist; 
And my heart of hope is dreaming, 
As my messages go streaming 
To my queen. 


EVENING. 
When the gold-red sun is setting, 
And the wind is but coquetting 
With the trees— 

When horizon blue is tinted, 
With expanse the sun has glinted 
Like a frieze— 

‘When the rainbow-sky is blushing, 

And the eventide is flushing 
With the breeze— 

When the twilight lingers lowly, 
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THE VIGIL OF LOVE. 


Fades and fades, and sinks so slowly 
To the leas— 
Then my thoughts to her are winging, 
In a jeweled chariot swinging, 
As I please ; 
And my heart: with love is toying, 
Hope, expectantly, is buoying 
All my dreams. 


NIGHT. 


When the tiny stars, assembling 
In a galaxy, are trembling 
In the sky— 
When the ghostly moon is glowing, 
Silhouettes of fancy throwing 
Ever nigh— 
When the shadows, grim and sleeping, 
Tremble as the winds come creeping 
With a sigh— 
When but God alone is reigning— 
Other pow’rs are merely feigning 
Nearer by— 
Then, my thoughts to her are winging, 
In a jeweled chariot swinging, 
As they fly; 
Then my heart cries out in longing, 
Yearns and throbs, with hope prolonging, 
Just for her! 


L’ENVOI. 


Thus it is at eve or morning, 
Love my life is all adorning— 
Love for her! 
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THE ROVER. 


A field of clover, 

Red blooms all over— 
I know that scent! 

The bee, the rover, 

He loves this clover, 
And is content! 


I love the clover, 
With blooms all over, 
As does the bee! 

But I, a rover, 
Am far from clover, 
Upon the sea! 


Ah, bee! in clover, 
You’re ten times over 
More wise than I! 
You sing in clover— 

I fret, a rover, 
And yearn and sigh! 


Oh, field of clover, 
With blooms all over, 
I swear—at sea— 
When I, the rover, 
Have been all over, 

T’ll come to thee! 


Ah, field of clover, 

Tl! roll all over, 
Amid thy bloom! 

No more a rover, 

T’1l live in clover 
And sweet perfume! : 
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KEEPSAKES. 


A dainty bit of ribbon, 
An old daguerreotype ; 
A narrow, silken textile, 
With tendril-threaded stripe. 


A tintype of a woman, 

With trusting eyes of blue, 
A mop of golden tresses, 

A face serenely true. 


I find them while ransacking 
A lot of ancient things— 

A box of valued keepsakes 
To which the mem’ry clings. 


T touch the ribbon softly— 
°*Tis part of other years, 
_And gaze upon the picture— 

Why! surely these are tears. 


One moonlight night we wandered, 
Where shade its presence lent 

A haven for our dreaming 
In climes magnificent. 


Along the pathway fragrant 
With white catalpa, sweet, 
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| KEEPSAKES. 


We found the bit of ribbon 
Be-petaled at our feet. 


Upon its silken textile 
- We scrawled in am’rous mood, 
In Cupid’s sweetest language, 
Love’s hieroglyphics rude. 


Then clipped the silk asunder— 
Each kept an equal part 

To join again forever 
If heart were true to heart. 


And now I find the ribbon, 
The old daguerreotype, 
Heirlooms of love’s first dreaming 
And time’s relentless flight. 


Here in the Land of Waking, 
In days of manhood ripe, 

I cherish well my ribbon, 
And her daguerreotype! 


Out in the Dreamland Country, 
Where croons the whippoorwill, 
Mayhap, with hope eternal, 
She keeps her ribbon still! 
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WHEN SORROW CAME. 


Two married lovers were cloyed with life! 
Trite were the pleasures of man and wife. 
Home was no longer a rose-strewn bower 
Where they might linger in Cupid’s power! 
Low, in the embers, slept passion’s fire, 
Heaped o’er with ash like a funeral pyre! 
Love, fickle trickster, had flown away, 

One half in jest and one half in play. 


Then sorrow came, and the camel black 

Knelt at their gate with his woe a-pack: 

Came to these two in their loveless state— 
Death and the shadow insatiate! 

Took from their arms, on the billows wild, 
That which they worshipped alone—their child! 


Sobbing they stood while the cold clay fell 
Hard on their hearts with despairing knell! 
But, by the grave, with its tears and grief, 
Love sprang from woe as a garnered sheaf! 


There by the grave, through their tear-wet eyes, 
God showed the way to Love’s paradise! 


MILEPOSTS. 


My ma she reckons time by almanacs, 
An’ two years fr’m th’ v-e-r-y day I cum! 
Or else th’ next spring after sister died— 
She figgers it all out by cryin’ some! 


My pa he estermates th’ facts by books, 
-He’s kep’ a “dairy” now fer thirty years, 

An’ knows when things was so, an’ sich, an’ thus, 
*Ithout dependin’ on “I guess” er “It appears!” 


Aunt Sue she ’members fr’m th’ awful snow 
Of *88, er thereabouts somewhere! 

The day afore this mos’ terrific storm 
The big, warm sun was shinin’ jest as fair! 


Grandma she kalkerlates ’at she can tell 

Fr’m when she married my own Grandpa Pine! 
She sez th’ birds was singin’ jest as sweet 

As now—away back there in 49! 


But my grandpap he figgers best of all! 
He counts fr’m when the pie-plant up an’ froze!! 
“There wa’n’t a gol darn pie-plant pie that spring 
That’s what my grandpap sez—an’ grandpap knows!!! 
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IN GOD’S COUNTRY. 

Where the waving fields of corn 
Skirt the roadside sere and dun, 
Where the river winds along 
In a rhythmic, droning run, 
Where the listless, floating hawk 
In the azure blue is high, 
Where the clouds are phantoms white 
On the winds that buoy them by— 

There my heart is free 

As a heart can be, 
And my soul is in tune with Thee! 


Where the soughing winds are crisp 
In‘the autumn time of red, 
Where the apples wild are tossed 
To their matted, grassy bed, 
Where the limpid waters sweet 
Lie asleep upon the sand, 
Where the leaves float to and fro 
To their haven on the strand— 
There my heart is free 
As a heart can be, 
And my soul is in tune with Thee! 


Where the people live content 
With the joys of humbler birth, 
Where the plowman and his sons 
Are the kings of fertile earth, 
Where the sympathetic hand 
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IN @ON’S OCOTINTRY. 


Is the clasp of brotherhood, 
Where a man’s a man for that, 
And the heart is understood— 
There my heart is free 
As a heart can be, 
And my soul is in tune with Thee. 


OVER THE HILLS. 


Over the hills and far away 
Is the land of the summer weather; 

Down in the vale, where the shadows play, 
Is my heart on silken tether. 


Over the hills, beyond the pines, 

Is the maid of my passion’s longing ; 
There *midst the roses and columbines. 

Is the spot where my thoughts go thronging. 


Over the hills, beside the sea, 
Where the waves are a-froth with scolding, 
Is the girl that my love is folding; 
There is the one in the world for me, 
Is the one that my heart is holding. 


Over the hills of crested gold 
She dwells ’mong the bees and clover ; 
There is my queen in a garden old 
With Eros, the god, the rover! 


Over the hills I haste away, 
Where my heart, on a silken tether, 
Follows my queen through the live-long day, 
In the land of the summer weather! 


THE HUMAN TOUCH. 


Take away the crown and ingot ; 
Give to me a simpler part— 

Strength and skill tu soothe the heartache, 
Balm the wound and dull the dart! 


Give to me no golden glory, 
But the art to know a song, 
And the grace to sing it sweetly, 
Gently, to the care-worn throng! 


Rear no temples for my singing, 
Save the monument of love 

Made ky succored ones, uplifted 
Irom the rocks and thorns, above! 


What has wealth and sordid pleasures 
Here on earth to do with man, 

When the heaven blue, above him, 
Sweeps in never ending span, 


Speuking always of the beauty, 

_ And the blessedness of fame, 

Founded on the rock of cheering 
Pilgrims who are halt and lame? 


Take away the crown and ingot, 
Give to me, all glory Thine! 

Power of mind to soothe the heartaches 
With the human tcuch divine! 
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BEAUTIFUL, BEAUTIFUL WORLD. 


Strolled a lover and a maid 

Where the springtime sunlight played 
On the rippling river’s crest, 

On the robin’s crimson breast! 


Strolled the maiden, strolled the man 
Where the buds the zephyrs fan; 
Deep into the joyous wood ; 
Wandered far—and understood ! 


Sweet the flowers’ petals shed 
Incense from their mellow bed! 
Carolled birds among the trees, 
Droning, softly, buzzed the bees! 


But the lover saw nor heard 
Buds a-bloom or song of bird! 
In her cheeks were roses red 
Fairer than the woodland bred! 


Sweet within her snow-white throat 
Dwelt a soft, melodious note! 
Deeply hidden in her eyes 

Was a glimpse of Paradise! 


Round about her waist his arm 
Shielded her from woodland harm! 
Bees from flower to flower slipped— 
But ’twas heaven that he sipped! 
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grows round Che slum, 


J swear you are 


THE “DEVIL'S” DREAM. 


“As sure as grass grows “round the stump, 
I swear you are my sugar lump!” 

Thus writes the grimy, ink-stained boy 
Who in the print-shop finds employ! ° 


And then, by devious hook or crook, 
He hangs Love’s token on the “hook”! 
The “angel”, sticking type hard by, 
Secures the “take” with weary sigh. 


And as she blushes rosy red, 

The “devil” hangs his guilty head! 
“?Taint nothin’ but a joke of mine 
About a true-love Valentine!” 


He sniggers as he swabs the lye 
Upon the type-form standing nigh! 
And all that night, asleep in bed, 
The memory lingers in his head! 


While Morpheus paints in dizzy whirl 

The blushes of the “typo-girl,” 

He writes anew, with wagging tongue, ~ 
This message by Apollo sung: . 


“As sure as grass grows ’round the stump, 
I swear you are my sugar lump! 

For thee I sigh! Oh, ‘angel’ mine, 
Come be the ‘devil’s’ Valentine !” 


TROUBLE. 


When father digs th’ mow-machine 
Fr’m out th’ hay-mow chaff, 

An’ zoes an’ gits the oiler can, 
While ma she kinder lafs, 

I know that trouble has begun, 

An’ I jest grab my bait an’ run! 


When mother goes out in th’ yard 
An’ measures with a stick, 

Then gits th’ little packs of seeds 
An’ plans to sow them thick, 

I know that trouble has begun, 

An’ I jest grab my bait an’ run! 


Say! spring would be jest twic’t as nice 
Without house cleanin’ time, 

-With things to tote outside an’ in 
An’ cellar steps to climb! 

I know then trouble has begun 

An’ I jest grab my bait an’ run! 


If spring would come with only spring, 
An’ nothin’ else in sight 

But suckers in th’ old mill race 
That jest flop out an’ bite— 

There wouldn’t be a thing but fun 

When I grab up my bait an’ run! 


76 


R (A yy ; 
\ 
i qu! 7 
RS) \\) ; 
— 
, RSs 
(ti ani 


eS 
Mai a peggy 
ae. 
| 


Ws 


my qown, mid “) 
“Sg rose=bud woman, all in a ) 
With bloesome al her onowy throat, » 
Ss aes: dette the skates Al ib wa Blak 
a DA Jp ff: ge fn Cove’s game mere. prowess fails; 


‘ J bared my heartas= 

nee se naa: day)? ah sahil sate 

uneart were her eyes of bluc., 

SNS Ktushed her cheeks with nosy red. 
ye dhe comes! Gh! I will war & 

d = vor never yet displayed, 
as the. demon anduer “Mo!” 


be 3 
| | is . @ if shall all my hope have (layed! 


bree 


ie 


no! She wounds me nol at all! 

hold! bo me the viclnice ux! 
upon my breast, dhe da6s , 
LO, the. prize. have. won! 


; VW 4 = 


3 


SIMPLE SIMON SIMMONS. 


Simple Simon Simmons 

Was a orful dunce! 
Couldn’t read nor figger, 
Not five times by once! 
Long an’ lank and humley, 
Simple Simon wuz; 
Wheels inside his brains-works 
Always on th’ buzz! 
Walked around s’ queer like, 

_ Studyin’ of th’ stars ; 
Had a gait pecooliar, 
Like a pair of bars! 
When ye ast him “Howdye?” 
Laughed an’ said “He he!” 
Foolisher ’an nothin’— 
Wust I ever see! 


Simple Simon Simmons . 
Stopped th’ train that night; 
Loaded down with people 
On th’ home’ard flight! 
Down th’ grade cum “Sixty,” 
Forty minutes late— 

Last day of September, 
Highteen-ninety-eight! 
Washout in th’ gulch thar, 
Side of Simmons’ line! 
Night was dark an’ drizzly, 
Time, nine-fortv-nine! 
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SIMPLE SIMON SIMMONS. 


Simple Simon Simmons _ 
Hearn th’ injine toot! 
Know’d th’ rails was spreadin’, 
Pilin’ gone t’ boot! | 
Jes’ run out an’ flagged ’er, 
Simple Simon did! 

Stopped the hull keboodle, 
Jist afore they slid 

Inter deep damnation— 

But alas! fer Si! 
Pilot struck him slaunchwise— 
Simple had t’ die! 

Folks took on like mothers _ 
Cryin’ by th’ track, 

But th’ sobs and whimperin’ 
Couldn’t bring him back! » 


See that shaft out yonder 
Where the shadders lie? 
That’s t? show th’ vis’tors 
How we honor Si! 


WHEN D TUTLES BITE, 


Up in massa’s bayou w’ar d’ tu’tles bite, 

Leaves is tu’nin’ yaller in d’ Autumn light; 
Muskrat is a diggin’ un’a’neath d’ ledge, 

Ducks is quackin’ pow’ful *long d’ watah’s edge; 
Su’face ike a mirrah w’ar d’ cu’lews skim— 

Hear dat red-head peckin’ on a hollah lim’. 

All dis world am dreamin’ in d’ ha’vest sun— 
Now I’se hooked a tu’tle! Niggah, watch dis fun! 
Down he takes d’ bobbah wif a maddish jerk, 
Cane pole is a strainin’; golly, dis am work! 
Gee, but him’s a whoppah! See him’s beady eye; 
Fightin’ laike him’s knowin’ him’s about t’ die! 
Shell is ha’d and slipp’ry, red him’s gapin’ jaw; 
Ketch a tu’tle always—tain’ agin d’ law! 

Clean up t’ d’ landin’, splashin’ laike a whale— 
Swallahed half d’ beefsteak—Ketch *im by d’ tail! 
Flop him out d’ watah on him’s a’kard back; _ 
Cain’t turn ovah nevah, dat am ’stablished fac’. 
Git a crooked crotch-stick, ran um down d’ line— 
Gotta git dat hook back—Dinna do ’at fine? 

Put him in d@’ sack hyer—tu’tle soup f’ snack— 
Dean git near him’s snapper, even in d’ sack! 
Cain’t yo’ hear him hissin’, mad as he cain be? 
Bait yo’ hook again, boy; tu’tles in de sea 

Jes’ as big an’ lunky as him in d’ bag— 

Keep yo’ beefsteak danglin’ loosewise f’om d’ snag! 
Fishin’ in d’ bayou, clean up t’ d’ night, 

Jes’ d’ bes’ fun goin’, when d’ tu’tles bite! 


AT THE SETTING OF THE SUN. 


When day is done, and sunset 
Is tingeing all the west, 

I build my castles airy— 

The castles I love best! 

With sighing wind and rustle 
Of leaf that tumbles by, 

I build each castle higher 

And higher to the sky! 

The forms are tall and graceful 
In lithesome curve and frieze, 
Aud turrets pierce the heavens 
And glitter as I please! 


* ba * * * , 


When darkness comes serenely 
And shrouds the castle high, 
I sit and dream contented 
While night bugs bungle by! 

* * * # 5 


Alas! When morn has wakened 

The earth to fervent toil, 

My castles tall are missing 

With gold and glint and foil! 

But night time finds me dreaming 
When shadows climb the slope— 
For while there’s life there’s pleasure 
In love and dreams and hope! 
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' THE STREAM. 


And it sings along with its rippling song, 
-While echoes answer back; 

By the serried field and the harvest yield 
All snug in crib and stack! 


In the sunshine bright, or the moon’s soft light, 
Tt laughs in rhythmic fun— 

Would that man could see such philosophy 
In work that must be done. 


For there’s woodland bright and the moon by night 
In life, for everyone— 

There’s but small alloy would the heart enjoy 
The starlight and the sun! 


WHAT IS LOVE? 


“Pray, what 31s love?” scoffed the cynic, Hate. 
“Nothing but heartache at Folly’s féte; 
Naught but a bubble by Fancy blown; 

Chaos and torment by Passion sown!” 


“Love,” cried the lover, “is bliss divine; 
Strained are life’s joys for affection’s wine!” 
“Love is the light,’ quoth the maiden sweet, 
“Bringing Arcadia to my feet!” 


“Bah!” sneered the cynic, with taunting glee— 
“hove is a rainbow; be off with thee!” 


Kissing the curls of her baby boy, 

Then spake the mother in trembling joy: 
“Love is a worship of sacred zest, 
Having its home in my throbbing breast! 
Love is a chorus within my soul, 

Guiding me safely from woe-strewn shoal! 
Love is a spark of immortal fire, 

Lifting my life to its great desire! 

Love is my hope—take it not away, 

Lest thou take all but the worthless clay!” 
Holding her cherub, she passed along, 
Crooning in gladness love’s old, sweet song! 


“Love,” said the cynic, “is real and true; 
God help the loveless, like me—or you!” 
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TRANSPLANTING JIM. 


Jim Burns is back fr’m Ne’ York, Bill— 
Cum yistaday at noon; 

Jim low’s as how he’d ruther be 

Th’ smallest cuss ye ever see 
Right here in Bloom, 

Than be a king in that air place 

Where every one is in th’ race 
To make things boom! 


Jim says as how he’s glad he went 
A week ago to-night. 
He saw a heap o’ thing t’teach 
Him how to stretch, and strive and reach 
With all his might; 
But, Bill, he says that Bloom’s the town 
He’s goin’ to live in, settle down 
-And hang on tight! 


‘You know Jim loved th’ woods like sin. 
Just lived among th’ trees, 
A list’nin’ to th’ birds and things, 
An’ every voice that Natur’ sings, 
Like hummin’ bees! 
An’ Jim he writ them nat’ral-wise, 
An’ put in sun an’ rain an’ sighs. 
Jest as he please! 


Some feller fr’m Ne’ York he read 


Most ever’thing Jim writ, 
An’ sent fer Jim to come down thar 
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TRANSPLANTING JIM. 


T’ be a “speshul” on th’ Star— 
(Folks have a fit 
About them leaves and bees an’ sich)— 
An’ Jim d git both big an’ rich 
And make a hit! 


So Jim he sighed an’ said goodby 
To these here hills; 

Went out an’ listened to th’ breeze 

A singin’ music to th’ trees, 
An’ hearn the rills 

A murmurin’ to th’ mossy banks— 

All Natur’s creeturs at their pranks— 
Av’ other thrills! 


Then Jim he got abroad th’ train 

A week ago to-night, 
An’ went away to Ne’ York state— 
But, Bill, I reckon it was Fate 

That showed Jim light! 
An’ made him humsick fer th’ town 
In spite o’ any laurel crown 

Of praise an’ might! 
Leastwise, most ev’ry one is glad 
That Jim’s come hum to see his dad! 
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I KNOW A NICHE. 


I know a niche where the blown lake laps 
Upon a rock-strewn shore, 

Where the killdee pipes on his mournful lute 
And the woods are rich in lore! 


I know a bay near the fragrant wood, 
Along the water’s rim, 
Where the jack-snipes skip on the shelving sand 
‘And the jocund curlews skim! 


I know a spot on the pulsing wave, 
Beside the moss-green weeds, 

Where the hooked batrachian fears to swim 
And the leaden sinker leads! 


I know a hole where the pick’rel lie, 
Down in the nectared deep, 

Where the bar slopes sheer from a shallow shore 
And the minnows dart and leap! 


1 know a place where the sunrise lights 
Are yellow shafts of gold. 

Where the sunsct tints are of heaven’s blend 
From a godly artist’s mold! 


I know a place where the red bird calls 
To her warbling courtier gay; 

Where the blue-jay shrieks and the thrush throat throbs 
With a matin roundelay! 


s“ 
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I KNOW A NICHE. 


I know where days, replete with joys, 
Are sweet as a babe’s caress ; 

Where the heart buoys free on elated bliss 
And it sings in gladsomeness! 


I know where cares of a yesteryear 
Drift like debris away, 

While the soul of man, awakening, lives 
In the joy of just to-day! 


I dream a scene in the office heat, 
Behind a dingy desk, 

Of the clover red and the forage bee 
And the landscapes picturesque! 


I see the shore of the chortling lake, 
Within the Vale of Rest, 

Where a man may lie and build for aye 
Aircastles of the blest! 


I know a niche where the blown lake laps 
Upon a rock-strewn shore, 


Where the killdee pipes on his mournful lute 


And the woods are rich in lore! 
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CHRISTMAS EVE. 


In my lazy chair by the grate’s soft glow, 

In a dream of home do my musings flow 

In a jeweled car, wafting softly by, 

With a rhythmic swing, to enchanted sky! 

Tis the great “front soom” on a Christmas eve, 
With the loved ones dear in my fancy’s weave! 
There’s the “home-made” tree all ablaze with light; 
There is joy sincere—“Stop! I love that sight!” 


But the car swings on in its fitful way, 

And the scene is lost in the firelight’s play! . 

And my eyes are closed ; for the car has swept 

To the Realm of Dreams where our hopes are kept! 
* * * * * 

But a vision comes, in a flood of gold !— 

With a start I gaze in the grate,—Behold! 

Here are embers, too, and I see—I see! 

In the glowing coals, not the Christmas tree— 

But, ah God, how sweet! In the bright fireplace, 

That which thrills my soul is my mother’s face! 


A MEMORY. 


In the tattered haze of a vision old 

I gaze, through years that the mists enfold, 

At a sacred niche in a great “best room” — 
Where I courted “her” in the friendly gloom! 
And I held her hands in a firm caress, 

While I begged the maiden to whisper “Yes.” 
Then I pressed her close to exultant heart, 

In the silence there, in the niche apart! 

Oh, the trust and hope of an unscarred youth, | 
As it joys, unstung by thorn or tooth! 

How we felt the world was aglow with love 

As we sat alone in the clouds above! 


* * 2 # # 


Oh, reluctant hands! Oh, those love-warm hands! 
As they tender grew ’neath affection’s bands, 

I can feel them now in my sordid room— | 
But beyond is the haze where the shadows loom; 
For she lies asleep on the wooded hill, 

In that holy ground where the world is still! 


ie # # # # 


But my heart knows well when the trumpet calls, 
When the end is here and the black shroud falls, 

There are soft, white hands ali apulse with love, 

To caress and hold in the land above! 


WHEN MY SHIP COMES IN. 


When my ship comes in from enchanted shore, 
All aglow with wealth and a precious store, 

I shall be content as a wise man ought, 

And of other’s pelf never give a thought! 


When my ship comes in on a rosy morn, 
I shall raise the wage of the poor forlorn ; 
I shall help the sick—and the weary one 
May recline at ease *neath the golden sun! 


When my ship comes in I shall write all day 
Just the things I think in my heart to say; 
There will be no “boss” with a feigned ado 

To censor and cut with his pencil blue! 


I shall write and dream and then write some more, 
Be a writing hack to the very core; 

I shall fear no “ed.” be he great or small, 

And I’1] show my stuff if I print it all! 


When my ship comes in I’]1 be bold and great 
And my name shall be renowned of state— 
When my ship comes in-—then I do not doubt 
I shall—be—a—prince—There! my pipe’s gone out! 
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TIE APPLE BLOOM. 


Dainty Miss Apple Bloom, 
Baihed in thy sweet perfume, 
Why do you blush? 
Blossom with beauties blent, 
Aura most redolent, 
Wherefore thy flush? 


Is there some lover nigh, 
Beaming with tender eye, 
Earnest but meek? 
Is it the wind that fans, 
Or yet the sun that tans, 
Red on thy cheek? 


“Ah, no!” the blossom said, 
Shaking her pretty head; 
“?Tis not for him! 
But here within my shade 
Once came a man and maid, 
Under this limb! 


“Be mine, sweetheart,” he said— 

Flushed then her cheeks with red, 
Red as the rose! 

Softly, with shy caress, 

Answered the maiden, “Yes, 
Yours *til the close!” 


“Stole I my lady’s blush, 
Pilfered her plighting flush, 
On twig above! 

Now when men look at me, 
They in my petals see 
Blushes of Jove!” 
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MARY’S LITTLE LAMB. 


°"Twas many, many years ago 
That Mary had that ram; 

This very Mary, married now, 
Has yet another lamb! 


This little lambkin has no horns, 
Nor tiny, cloven feet— 

But, mercy me, one must confess 
That Mary’s lamb can bleat! 


The little lamb that Mary has 
Can coo just like a dove, 

While Mary snuggles it up close 
Aud calls it “sweet” and “love”! 


This lttle lamb cannot eat grass, 
Nor butt dear Mary’s form— 
But “pet” can make his papa hump 

In times of midnight storm! 


But Mary loves her bitsy boy, 
This tiny baby lamb, 

Much better than, in years agone, 
She loved her little ram! 


ROSES. 


There are roses fair 
In this world of care; 
A garden of joy for each. 
And the blooms are red 
In their scented bed, 
Low down where our hands may reach! 


There are thorns as well, 
And the shroud and knell— 
Else why do we roses prize? 
In the glow of morn 
Brush aside the thorn 
And live ere the rose bloom dies! 


There is much to do 
And the years are few— 
Dwell not upon human woes! 
But accept the sting 
That the troubles bring 
And turn to the glowing rose! 


Fill your heart with flow’rs 
For the trying hours, 
And hope for the better things! 
There is peace in this, 
And there’s cheering bliss 
In thoughts that the rosebud brings ! 


JOY IN YOUR HEART. 


Jest hum a chune as yer pluggin’ along; 

Joy in yer heart as ye carol yer song! 

Sobs only jiggle de load on yer back! 

Doan help ter lighten de weight o’ yer pack! 


No sense ter pine er be downcast ‘ith woe; 
All folks’s got they’s own ga’den ter hoe! 

Roll up yo’ eyes at de heaven o’ blue— 
This am de glory fer me and fer you! 
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THE FIRST SPRING FLOWER. 


Who will find the wind-flower in the sheltered dell, 
Where the south wind whispers, “Blossom! All is well!” 
Who will pluck this flow’ret, angel breath of spring, 

From its sunny crevice—teuder, scented thing? 

Ofttimes in the rambles of our childhood days, 

Have we searched intently where the sunlight plays 

On the basking hillsides sloping to the stream, 

Peering ’mid the tangles for the pasque flower’s gleam! 


@ 


* * * * x * 


Who will find the wind-flower in the sheltered dell? 
Who in voice triumphant will his vict’ry tell? 


Life abounds with blossoms, blushing ever swect ; 
Throwing out their perfumes at our very feet! 
Oft we crush them sadly, seeing not their grace, 
Looking blindly for them with averted face! 


* * * * « + 


Who will find the flowers of the daily life? 

Who will pluck the petals, sweet and pure and rife? 
Who will live serenely mid the blooms of peace, 
Thanking God for living, and for pain’s surcease ? 
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THE SESAME. 


Piercing the azure of Heaven’s blue, 
What doth the Ladder of Fame lead to? 
Does its top rest ’gainst Diana’s tower? 
Temple of Ephesus? Vesta’s bower? 
High in a castle of wondrous gems, 

Is there a crown with its diadems? 

Why do men struggle in hope and hate, 
Specks on the ladder, toward their Fate? 


Scaling the rungs to the Land of Fame, 
Craving renown and an endless name, 
Man gains his goal in the firmament— 
Reaping, he harvests but discontent! 
Blending with hope is a base alloy, 
Lost in the strife is Life’s simpler joy! 
Death to us all sends his blighting ban; 
He careth naught for a famous man! 


* ae * * * * 


Are these not better—more perfect bliss: 
Love and a cottage, a baby’s kiss? 

Why toil ye on for an empty name, 
Bleeding and faint on the Ladder of Fame? 
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AT BALTUFF’S STORE. 


At eve when work has ceased its grind 
_ And yielded respite to its knight, 
Dame Pleasure beckons with her wand 
To check the mad world in its flight— 
Then gather flockwise round the door 
The “naiives” at the village store! 


They loaf upon decrepit chairs, 
Or balance nimbly on a box, 
While others seek the curbstone perch 
And rusticate upon the rocks. 
Then “Captain Boggs” he gets the floor 
And edifies the village store! 


There’s Clark and Jones, and Willie Brown, 
And several molders from “the works” ; 
The city marshal joins the bunch, 
Likewise the grocer and his clerks, 
Then “General” Wood he lets ’er soar 
In front of Baltuff’s village store! 


There’s loud guffaw and hooded quips 
Portending jokes that have been sprung 
To agitate some hapless wight, 
At whom the javelin is flung— 
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AT BALTUFF’S STORE. 


For everything is known—and more— 
About Vic. Baltuff’s village store! 


Then Slack he ’lows the corn will fail, 
Which prompts Ol Grandad Burr to guess: 
“Th’ crops is lookin’ mighty well, 
Fer which we all th’ Lord should bless.” 
Then silence reprimands the bore 
Who “sees things” at the village store! 


The government is groomed and spanked 
And made to stand up prim and straight; 
“Jedge” Haller, stupping for some plug, 
Discusses “pints” of town and state— 
His honor rules on benches four, 
Yet deigns to argue at the store. 


They sit and spit and smoke their pipes, 
Grave strategists and sparkling wits ; 
Some hit the cracks and others don’t, 
Yet every man he sits and spits— 
While time floats to the other shore, 
And darkness hides the village store ; 


Old grocery shop, we love you yet, 
Mid palaces of stone and steel ; 
And some day we will sit and spit 
Beside thy fragrant onion peel— 
“Just resting” at the open door 
Of that old, corner, village store. 


THE BETTER WAY. 


Gather the blossoms, in sweet array, 
Brushing the nettles of Life away! 

Count not the failures, but save each prize. 
Make heaven on earth your paradise. 

Wealth you may gather-—of joy a part— 

Let it not stifle the good, dear heart! 

Power is a blessing if used for right— 
Strength for the needful; for weakness, might! 
Fame has its gladness, with honor’s smile; 
Empty and hollow if wen by guile! 

Gentle and loving was God’s intent— 

Cheer for the weary was what He meant. 
“Do unto others,” we hear Him sue, 

“Just as you would they should do to you.” 
“Love one another!” JDiviner plan 

Hath no conception for mortal man!’ 


Then let us follow the better way, 
Cheering and helping the livelong day! 
Gather the blossom, avoid the prong, 
Teaching acceptance of right o’er wrong. 
Sip all the honey from chalice sweet, 
Crush all the aloe beneath our feet. 
Quaffing the goblet of perfect wine— 
Brother for brother in peace divine! 
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“SHECAGO” RIVER. 


I’ve hearn a heap o’ gossipin’ erbout Shecago town, 
Th’ hold-ups an’ th* burglerin’ thet’s goin’ on eroun’ ; 
I’ve hearn thar wa’n’t no sympathy, ner nary honest streak 
In that hull darned community—th’ town that’s made o’ cheek! 
‘When Podunk folks they tuk th’ train t’ go in thar a spell, 
Th’ preacher prayed fer ’em a bit an’ warned ’em some 0’—well, 
He sorter *lowed, by actions that was allus in accord, 
Th’ town wa’n’t fit fer any man as loved an’ served th’ Lord! 
But darn my pesky hide, these stories sounded purty thin, 
An’ | jist pined to see th’ place that’s so chock full er sin— 
An’ that Shecago river! 


A feller told me at th’ Fair ye couldn’t drive a nail 
Intew th’ surface o’ that crick, ’twas dried so hard and stale! 
An’ oftener than twict, he swore, th’ tug boats run on wheels, 
Cavortin’ ’round like them there darned old gasoline ’mobiles! 
So I jist hopped aboard th’ freight, along with Griggin’s hogs— 
?Twas midnight when I landed in th’ town o’ vice and fogs. 
Th’ lights wuz blazin’ everywhere, almost as bright as day, 
When I inquired of a “police” whar ’twuz th’ river lay! 
He p’inted, an’ I set right out, sum fourteen blocks ahead, 
To see that gol darned funny crick afore I went t’ bed! 

That old Shecago river! 


An’ there she was! I stood upon th’ bridge! Th’ moonlight fell 
A-shimm’rin’ an’ a-sparklin’ fine! A clock chimed forth, “All’s well!” 
Th’ river it was peaceful like an’ looked jist Jike a stream, 

While little billers chased erbout—their crests was all agleam! 

And boats was tied along th’ shore, a-rockin’ graceful there, 

While down below 1 river man sung, “Bonny, Bonny Ayre!” 
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“SHECAGO” RIVER. 


Above aways th’ street cars crossed on elervated tracks, 
An’ there was lights thet flashed and whirled in couples an’ in stacks! 
Along Shecago river! 


An’ somewheres in th’ shadow-land I hearn a fiddle squawk, 
An’ then a band it jist broke loose an’ played like it cud talk! 
Above me thar was fleecy clouds a-floatin’ all a-sheen, 
While everything erbout th’ crick was ca’m an’—jist serene! » 
Behind me on th’ bridge I hearn gay lafter an’ a song, 
While every heart seemed full 0’ jov, with nary thoughts o’ wrong! 
An’ say, that thar St. Louis cuss, he told a whackin’ lie— 
Fer I could see, without my specs, th’ water ripplin’ by 

In that Shecago river! 
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SOWING THE SEED. 


It is better to smile than to grieve, dear heart; 
Better to sing than to weep! 

Better a dream of the roses fair, 
Than a fretful and troubled sleep! 


It is better to praise than to scoff, dear heart; 
Better the nectar than rue. 

Better to love and be loved in turn 
That to hate and be hated, too! 


It is better to give than to take, dear heart; 
Better to succor than ask! 

Better to do with a cheerful heart 
Than to gall at the daily task! 


It is better to trust than to doubt, dear heart; 
Better is peace at the last! 

Better to feel that your life was good 
Than to grieve o’er a selfish past! 


It is sweetest in faith to sleep, dear heart; 
Sweetest to know His smile— 

Sweeter than all of thy earthly joys— 
Will sustain thee and thine meanwhile! 


It is better to be thine own self, my dear: 
True to thyself apart! 

Then thou canst be naught but pure and good! 
Oh, my own, just my own, dear heart! 
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TREADING WATER. 


When it’s hotter than Inferno 
In the office or the street, 
Wilhe splatters in the bayou, 
Tread- wat- with feet! 
ing er his 


Splashing, ducking, diving, choking, 
In a shady, cool retreat— 
He “picks bottom” with abandon, 
Tread- mean- with feet! 
ing while his 


But to-night when mother gets him 
In the woodshed, grim and still, 
She will tread a little shingle 
On tom Bill! 
the of 
bot- her 
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"Tis June—th’ time to 
wander 

Along the river’s shore. 

ho 2 Blue violets are bloomin’ 

And fish-hawks proudly soar! 


BUT 


Gee whiz! You must be careful 
To hunt a high up limb— 
Kr th’ kids’ll tie yer “pants-leg” 

When you go in to 
swim! 


THE CHOICE. 


An easy chair, a ruddy glow; 

Outside the wind and drifting snow ; 

A magazine, a book or two, 

The evening news I’ve just gone through. 
Quite spent with wrath, the grate fire red 
Burns low to coal in ashy bed; 

Yet, fitful with effulgent flame, 

It flares and sleeps within its frame. 


Ah! dreams that come in fancy there, 
Of fame and love, auroras fair 

That shed their glow upon my name 

In letters bold—see now! ’tis “Fame!” 
Then shifts the blaze; transformed is all, 
Though still without the snowflakes fall— 
The coals reflect a wealth of hue, 

A rosy red! Dear heart, ’tis you! 

See! Through the ash that films above, 
There shines this word—the sweet word, “Love!” 


Yes, Fame and Love, the purest gems 
That sparkle in men’s diadems! 

Yet, seldom on the selfsame head 

Do Love and Fame their blessings shed! 
*Twixt this and that, here in my den, 

In puzzled dream I doze—and then 
Declare for Love! Again for Fame! 

’Tis sweet—an everlasting name— 

To be renowned whenever man 

In years to come the scroll may scan! 
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THE CHOICE. 


And then—within the dull fireplace 

I sce a sweet, appealing face 

With flush of love, with eyes of blue, 
With lips of ripe and ruddy hue, 

One ling’ring gaze into the grate— 
Goodby to Fame—lI read my Fate! 


For Love is true, content with love; 
And constant as the stars above; 
While Fame is false, a fickle jade 
That changes in Life’s sun and shade! 
’Tis this the firelight says to me: 
“True love is fame enough for thee!’ 
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THE PRINTING OFFICE TOWEL 


Limp eld office towel, 
Hanging on the nail 
Printer’s office towel: 
Color is not pale! 
Grimy office towel, 
Smeared all o’er with ink. 
Slipp’ry office towel 
Hangs beside the sink. 
“Devil” rubs the dirt off 
On the towel black, 
. Pressman grabs it roughly, 
Scrubs the dirt right back. 
Soppy office towel, 
Dry, could stand alone, 
Never met a washtub 
Since *twas bought of Cohn. 
Once bespoke of linen 
And a border red, 
Now it’s grime all over 
From the life it’s led. 
Hangs there mutely helpless, 
Like a bunch of rope, 
Garnished o’er with ink spots, 
Redolent of soap! 
Aged no one can tell you, 
Been there “forty year”— 
Damp old printer’s towel, 
Object of a sneer! 
If there comes a cyclone, 
Or a sheriff’s sale, 
Then the office towel 
May get off the nail. 


114 


@ 


= Aenice. 

0 

In my dreams J long (or Venice 
"4, Cad Che Uithesome qandalicr, 

ho on Che rosy aight of rubied aun , 
y 


Vt, 


f Ges meio 


‘ 
Odette 1) 
rr Lea LOO 


ae 
9 
ts 
aya: 
ie 
by 


TAY Nv. 


tt Al ox the ces lows 6 beyond: 
_ re Bie eee 


a the dusk: is mould’ring glory, 
acs " Gnd the qhoale of apn ee 


ees bor the same qood time ba doz, 
es nn Ww Cd. all “Venice, somnolescent lies 
epi == — Like a breayakinced, buoyant roge! 


. 
aoee 


Yieenee = te: 
mete 
yg! 

7) yp pled 


ZAI » Gud! ’tiz thus J dream of “Venice 
at _ 
on & Sy Jn my com semantic cane 


= 


 Wolk—_no sir, Shaver been Chere uel 


at 

he: But 3 hope be qe—some day ! 
= SSeS ee 

<—~. ——5 : ate oe) 


ae 


CNMI TE) UM MQUUUEUEC 4S AI 


A TL | nuuaneve nag ED 


JUDGMENT. 


Reserve thy censure for a day! 
"Tis better to be last than first 
To criticize the erring way! 


For all are human, frail and weak; 
And each may waver in the right 
Tis noblest to compassion speak! 


True charity is Virtue’s rose! 
Wouldst wear its perfume in thy heart? 
Suspend thy judgment ’til the close! 


You heard it not—the Tempter’s song— 


- Know not what need beset the man; 
*Tis only God may judge the wrong! 
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CY BROWN OF BOOMERTOWN! 


Fat Cy Brown of Boomertown, 

Was once as thin as sin! 

“Well, Ill be boun’,” 

Gasped Farmer Brown, 

“Of skin and bones I am so dry, 

I rattle when the wind blows by! 

I eat a heap o’ this and that 

But, blast my stars, I can’t get fat!” 
Flat down upon a bale of hay 

Fell weak Cy Brown one autumn day! 
Then came the postman with the Press 
Of eighty pages, more or less; 

And when Cy Brown stretched out his hand— 
(He was so weak he couldn’t stand!) 

’ Of columns long he read a lot 

From politics to Hottentot! 

At last his eye it saw “kespat”: 

“Hat ‘Bone-o’ if you would be fat!” 
Loud to the hired man he bawled, 
Lusty and strong and stern he called— 
Dispatched the rube to town like mad 
To see if Wiggins “‘Bone-o” had! 

The lackey swift, with spur and whip, 
Was off on Dobbins lickety-clip! 

Back to the farm he hotly rode 

And tossed to Cy his cumb’rous load! 
Slim Cyrus ripped the cover loose, 

Spat out a quart of ’bacco juice, 

And fell upon that package big 

Like onto melon falls a pig! 
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CY BROWN OF BOOMERTOWN. 


And as he ate his flesh it grew 

Ruddy and firm and pink of hue! 

He grabbed another pound of it 

And choked ’er down as in a fit! 

The while his coat it burst in twain! 
“Rip!?’ went his trousers with the strain! 
His underclothes, all bagged at first, 

Filled and bulged like a weinerwurst! 

And still he ate another lot— 

Thence to a barrel straightway shot, 
Knocked out the head, jumped in the hoops, 
Said Farmer Brown, “T’ll loop the loops!” 
And while he ate his whiskers grew, 

His cheeks puffed out like prunes in stew! 
“Ha! Ha!” laughed Brown in merry mood, 
“T’m fat at last on ‘Bone-o’ food !” 

At night they sawed the hoops in twain 
And let Cy out with nary pain— 

The happiest man in all the town 

Fat Cyrus Brown of Boomertown! 


If you are poor and thin as sin 
Get fat on Bone-o—“Course ye kin!” 
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MAKIN YER “PITCHER.” 


Gee! Did ye ever make yer pitcher in th’ snow.? 
Tumblin’ back’ards with a snicker as ye go 

Flat upon th’ snow drift’s breast ? 

While yer ma sez, “I'll be blest 

Ef that boy don’t ketch his death !” 

Callin’ ye all out o’ breath, 

“Come right in here!” 


Gosh! Did ye ever make yer pitcher in th’ snow, 
Printin’ from yer old coon cap clean to yer toe? 
Sink in almost ’bove yer head, 

Jest ezzackly like ma’s bed ; 

While th’ snow, all down yer neck, 

Never bothers ye a speck, 

Because it’s fun! 


What! Didn’t ever make yer pitcher in th’ snow! 
Can’t tell what of joy you’ve missed, now I jest know. 
Makes yer red cor-pus-kles pure— 

Course it does! It does fer sure! 

Drives away th’ grip—and croup 

Jest skedaddles with a whoop, 

Most scared t’ death! 


Well! “Did ye ever make yer pitcher in th’ snow?” 
Thus sez I to sister Sue a week ago. 

Then she up and tried it too! 

Mister! how th’ snow drift flew! 

Got into her shoes an’ head— 
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MAKIN’ YER “PITCHER.” 


Now she’s drea’ful sick in bed— 
Jest like a girl! 


Say! Girls can’t make much of a pitcher—not a’ ’tall! 
Don’t look nothin’ like a human where they fall. 
"Tain’t got legs ’er arms complete— 

Jest a great big blotch, an’ feet! 

Takes a boy, with ringin’ shout, 

Fallin’ down all spraddled out, 

T’ make snow pitchers! 


THE HEART OF US. 


A dago played, on his begging way, 

In squalid street at the dusk of day! 

Played shrill and cracked at a wheezy rune, 
While slum kids danced to its lilting tune! 


A woman, wan, at her casement high, 
Threw up her window with gladsome cry, 
To list the hand-organ’s music roll, 
Metallic like, for a tiny toll! 


Her heart grew light at the dago’s air, 
A cheering lilt in a day of care! 

She hummed a song of the olden time 
And smiled content at its simple rhyme! 


In palace old, in a rhythmic sway, 

Where wealth abode in a wealthy way, 
The glad, sweet, strains of a golden lyre 
Arose and fell as a soul’s desire! 


A woman sat, in a gown of lace, 

And “hated sight of the dreadful place.” 
She sighed and sighed, and a tear drop fell. 
Hot from the depths of a hidden well! 


No joyous thrill touched her heart of stone; 
The god of joy from her heart had flown! 


The organ rude and the lyre of gold 
Should teach a moral of worth untold! 


*Tis not the riches of life that give 

To man the rule and the right to live! 

Though poor and weak, we may hear the song, 
And lift our hearts as we plod along! 
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THE MARSH MARIGOLD. 
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Caltha palustrus—the marigold— 
Flameth afire as its leaves unfold, 


\ | see Yellow and bright! Like a sunset 
. 3 i | \ glow, 
PEW \ Carpets the marsh where the zephyrs 
ss blow! . 


Caltha palustrus—the marigold, 

Stirreth within me sweet mem’ries 
old! | 

Thoughts of a maiden, with true— 
blue eyes, _ , 

Plucking them there ’neath the 
halcyon skies! | 


Caltha palustrus—the: marigold, 
Speaks of a day when one’s hope 


was bold. . 


Digitized by 


THE MARSH MARIGOLD. 


Tells of a time when the heart was light, 
Throbbing in Faith, with no thoughts of night! 


Caltha palustrus—the marigold— 
Faint from thy petals of fairy mold, 
Wafts o’er the chasm of years that flee, 
Incense of youth, and its grace, to me. 
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IN TWISTED LAND. 


Father ’s in th’ kitchen 
Makin’ apple pie. 

Mother ’s at th’ office 
Boomin’ things sky-high. 


Sister’s gone a-fishing 
Where the big fish lurk; 

Willie’s in th’ hammock 
Doin’ crochet work. 


Susan’s in th’ garden 
Plantin’ columbines ; 
Looks like snow to-morrow, 
*Cordin’ to th’ signs. 


River’s runnin’ up hil’, 
Sun is settin’ high; 
Canopy is bowl shaped, 
Convex is th’ sky. 


Sidewalks face th’ bottom, 
Trees are upside down ; 

Gravity is slaunchwise 
Here in Twistedtown. 


Truth is but a liar, 
Charity is greed ; 

Lawsy! how the dogs look 
With a cat-tail breed! 
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IN TWISTED LAND. 


Love is hate, and Cupid 
Is a servant girl— 

Lost his bow and arrows— 
Front name now is “Pearl.” 


Kverything’s got twisted, 
Muddled is my “mug” 

Since I drank that cider 
From th’ ol’ brown jug! 


WHEN I AM GONE. | 


When I am gone 
And other men are trying where I tried 
To stem the billows of Life’s rushing tide, 
If those who knew me best may pause to toss 
From mem’ry but a rose upon the moss, 
And say: “He strove with earnestness of heart 
To do whatever was his given part,” 
Then will I not have lived entirely vain, 
And dying, will have left a sweet refrain— 
When I am gone! 


When I am gone, 
If some true man, or buoyant hearted soul, 
May stop beside my grave to read the scroll, 
And reading, think of how I cheered the weak, 
Or helped the sick and weary climb the bleak 
And jagged stones to rest and hope anew, 
Or shielded aught from stormy winds that blew, 
Then will my living have been right, indeed; 
Replete with greatness in a world of need— 
When I am gone! 


When I am gone 
And in some quiet churchyard rests my bier, 
If she I love will there but drop a tear, 
And gently say within her loving heart, 
“He did the best he knew, the loyal part”— 
If she will miss me now and then somewhat, 
And dwell upon small virtues not forgot, 
And put aside the follies of my reign— 
My living will not be completely vain! 

When I am gone! 
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THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS. 


Christmas, the birth-time of Jesus, 
Comes with its holly again— 
Would that the world’s acceptation 
(Juaranteed peace to all men! 


Christmas, the time to be merry! 
Christmas, when garlands are hung— 
Why do we fall back to furrows 
After the bells have been rung? 


Christmas, the day of unbending! 
Christmas, when hunger is fed— 

Why must it ever go wanting, 
Wasting and crying for bread? 


Christmas, bediademed season! 
Christmas, then sorrow and fear! 
Surely the Christ-child who blessed us 

Meant it to last all the year! 


What is the spirit that drives us 
Back to our hearthstones that glow, 
Leaving the heart-sick to perish 
Out in the cold and the snow? 


* * % 


Let the glad paeans of plenty 
Ring and reverberate long! 

Catch up humanity’s chorus, 
Gladsome and great be the song! 
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THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS. 


Sing it forever and ever, 
Throughout the aeons of Time! 

Carol it ever and always, 
Symphony blest and sublime! 


Twine with the mistletoe branches 
Love for the fallen and sad! 

Uphift with sanctified kindness 
Those who are lowly and bad! 


Live every day on the dial 
Just as God wishes we might! 
Making our Christmas eternal, 
Paving our way to the light! 
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“NUFF.” 


This is the dog that Willie had— 
The wisest purp in town; 

Could “go and fetch” and sit up straight, 
Roll over and lie down! 


This little dog was once a pet, 
The pride of jocund Bill; 

He ate up half the pugs in town, 
And bossed the pack at will! 


This fighting “dorg’” was not afraid 
Of any living cur; 

He had the biggest boneyard hid, 
Was “Jt,” you may infer! 


But one day came a Thomas-cat 
And tackled Willie’s pup; 

The tom-cat yowled and lashed his tail, 
And humped his back right up! 


Then conscious “Nuff” he charged Sir Tom, 
Full at the tiger’s head— 

The next thing hopping Willie knew 
His spotted dog was dead! 


That wily feline yowled “Ke-spit!” 
And landed with his claws; 

He hit below the belt in ire, 
With no regard for laws! 
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“NUFF.” 


Then little Willie shrieked and sobbed— 
And tore his hair, alack! 

For fighting “Nuff” was all in strings 
And ripped right up the back! 


The butcher man he.came in haste 
And gathered up the scraps, 

Soon little Bill bologna bought— 
’Twas “Nuff” he ate—perhaps! 


BEING A_ BOY. 


Yes, being a boy has its triumphs, 
At least to a man looking back— 

A glamorous, glorious boyhood! 
Utopian joys, what a stack! 

With swimming, and fishing, and trapping, 
And hunting the Indian wild! 

Ah! days of Cocagne,. lotus laden, 
When man was a minion—a child! 

But nevertheless in my dreaming 
There rankles, my ardor to cool, 

The thoughts of the mandate which bade me 
Saw wood for the house after school! 


The woodpile was ample, and scraggly 
With slivers and knots! What a pile! 
Beginning close up to the woodshed, 
Extending northeastward a mile! 
*Twas high as the cornice of Pisa, 
And broader by far than a block, 
While some of the big sticks were tougher, 
Far harder and tougher, than rock! 
At sunset when all of my fellows 
Were tempting the big fish to bite, 
"Twas I to that tyrant, the woodpile, 
To get up the wood for the night! 
The stoves were red demons of fury 
That ioyed in their gormandish glee, 
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BEING A BOY. 


Each generous crackle and sparkle 
Portending more sawing for me! 


At night, in my little back bedroom, 
There stalked a grim spectre in white; 
Its face was the blade of a bucksaw, 
Its legs were jack-oak! What a sight! 
Yes, being a boy has its triumphs, 
At least to a man looking back— 
But give me the days of my manhood, 
Though something of boyhood they lack ; 
Give me mature age and its sceptre, 
Its glory of battles withstood— 
When I may no longer be chided 
To hustle outdoors and saw wood! 
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THE SUMMER VACATION. 


Beside the billowed lake they sit— 
O’erhead the glories of the skies— 

Or, screened from view, as boarders pass, 
They read love’s answer in the eyes! 


He holds her hand in warm caress, 
The color surges in her eheeks— 
Her gown is wrinkled in a mess 
Beneath his arm, which waistward seeks! 


The sun sinks slowly to its bed, 
The world is all a golden hue! 
Upon his shoulder rests her head— 
And oh! her eyes are blue and true! 


* * * * 


Ah! gladsome, joyous country days, 
When willing Love the landlord pays! 


WHERE HOME IS. 


I am weary of lock-outs and coal smoke, 
Of railways and cobbles and noise; 
I long to go back to the country 
Where once I was “one of the boys;” 
To eat mush-and-milk with the natives 
And swap stories down at the store; 
To sleep on the fat feather bed-tick 
That’s built away up from the floor! 


I am weary of dodging and crowding, 
Of dandies and lackeys and such; 

I long to go back to the country * 
Where “show” is not overly much. 

To eat mother’s doughnuts and flapjacks 
And holler across our back lawn 

At neighbors I knew when a youngster— 
Those neighbors of thrift and of brawn. 


I am weary of toiling and hoping, 
Of toiling and hoping again; 
I long to go back to the country 
And slip .to bed promptly at 10; 
To sit in the old-fashioned parlor 
And rest with all trouble discharged, 
Just rest in the old patch-work cushions, 
.And gaze at the pictures enlarged. 


There’s father and mother and William, 
And poor little Ben who is dead— 
And I—a fat little shaver, 
With hair plastered close to my head; 
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WHERE HOME IS. 


And sister and Susan and uncle— 
All hung in their black oval frames, 
Suspended from nails in the plaster,— 
And under the pictures the names! 


Yes, I’m weary of hoping and striving, 
Of slaving all day in the din; 
I long to go back to the country . 
And think it all over again; 
To get a new grip on the throttle, 
Get steam for the mountainous land, 
To gain inspiration and courage 
That comes from the firm, horny hand! 


So at nightfall it’s off to the sleeper, 
That waits in the heart of the noise, 

To speed to the land of my birthplace, 
Where once I was “one of the boys.” 


JOG ALONG. 


Jog along! Jog along! Keep in de line— 
Gwine ter be a rag-time in de ebenin’! 

Pick all de tatah-bugs off’m de vine— 
Gwine ter be a rag-time in de ebenin’! 


Jog along! Jog along! All o’ yo nigs— 
Gwine ter be a rag-time in de ebenin’! 

Put on yo slippahs and yo Sunday rigs— 
Gwine ter be a rag-time in de ebenin’! 


Jog along! Jog along! Yo black an’ tan— 
Gwine ter be a rag-time in de ebenin’! 

Gotta earn money fo’ de fiddler-man— 
Gwine ter be a rag-time in de ebenin’! 
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MARY. 


When Mary spanks th’ butter in th’ spring-house by th’ crick, 
She looks almighty lovely—twic’t as purty an’ as slick 

As them gals daown t’ th’ city with their funny struttin’ walk; 
An’ I hang eround an’ putter, jest t’? hear Miss Mary talk. 


She has eyes that haunt a feller in th’ middle o’ th’ night; 
Kyes that sort a’ makes th’ vi'lets hide their petals out o’ sight. 
Wisht that I could git up courage jest t’ ask her fer a wife; 
Fer with Mary spankin’ butter—well I guess that would be life! 


Mary’s arms are round and rosy and her cheeks is blushin’ red; 

Jest t? gaze upon her featur’s sort a goes right t’ yer head! 

Then she spats her butter mad-like, sez: “Git out you lazy thing.” 
Keeps on spattin’ and a hummiw’ like th’ water in the spring. 


Then I sneak away a laughin’ jest t’ hide th’ love I feel; 

Go out yonder t’ th’ orchard with my senses in a reel! 

When I think 0’ Mary spankin’ of her butter by the spring, 
Seems like Heaven is some nigher, an’ th’ stars, an’ everything ! 
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FISHIN’. 


Ma sez ’at I’ll turn to a fish, 
Fishin’! 

Pa sez to let that boy alone— 
Wishin’ 

That he could go a-fishin’ 
His ownself! 


But, say! It’s fun to sit an’ sit, 
Fishin’! 

Ma sez ’at it’s a wastin’ am- 
Bition! 

“De-plor-a-bul condition!” 
“Laziness!” 


But when at dusk the bigges’ fish 
’S bitin’, 

You hav’ to hump yerself an’ keep 
Skitin’, 

Er lose them ’at’s a fightin’ 
The worstest! 


Gracious! I cotched two mud-turtles 
Anglin’! 

My hook was baited wif beefsteak 
Danglin’ 

From one o’ them new-fanglin’ 
Red _ bobbers! 


Ef ma could seen me ketchin’ them 
An’ splashin’ 
Jest like I was an ol’ mud hen— 
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FISHIN’, 


Duck fashi’n’— 

Well, she’d be after lashin’ 
My trousers! 

No, sir! My ma is wrong erbout 
Sayin’ 

It ain’t no work to fish an’ fish! 
Slayin’ 

Mud-snappers, it ain’t playin’! 
No-sir-ee! 
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GIT YO’ GUN. 


Johnnie, git yo’ gun, 
An’ come on t’ d’ woods! 
Gotta git some eatin’ 
An’ retu’n wif d’ goods! 
Squirrel am a-peekin’ 
From out a’ dat crotch; 
Ef he ain’t a-careful 
He’s a-gwine git cotch! 
Yellah-hammah peckin’ 
On a bass-a-wood tree; 
Ev’ything is singin’ 

An’ a callin’ t’ me! 


So! Johnny, git yo’ gun, 
An’ come on t’ d’ woods! 
Gotta git some eatin’ 

An’ retw’n wif d’ goods! 


Pheasant am a drummin’ 
In d’ hollah an’ dell, 
Quail, in d’ open, 

Is a-singing “All’s well!” 
Out in d’ stubble 

D’ wil’ chick scoots! 
Hear dat a-screetch-owl 
A-hootin’ him hoots! 
Down ’long d’ bayou 
Whar de shitepoke pipe, 
Thars whar I git-a 

Dem big jack snipe! 
Killdees am little 

An’ dey ain’t wuf much— 
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GIT YO GUN. 


Rathah save mah powdah 
Dan to shoot at a-such ! 
Chipmonk a-scoldin’ 

In a butternut tree— 
Bettah look out 

Ill be gitten a-he! 


City fellah’s huntin’ 
All over d’ fiels ; 
Dunno whar to go 
T’ git duck teals! 
Dunno whar to fin’ 
D’ rabbit’s nes’, 
Dunno nuffin’, 
What Ah know bes’! 
Dunno whar d’ bees 
Am a-makin’ d’ honey— 
Dunno nufin— 
But dat ain’ funny ; 
Cain’ ’stan Nature 
When she whispers a-still, 
Laike Ah do when 
I hears mah fill! 
Gotta know how 
An’ t’ have a sha’p ear 
When @’ winds dey whispah, 
Ef yo’ done gwine a-hear! 
All of dem voices 
Am a talkin’ t’ me! 
Jes’ laike Ah lov’ ’em 
F’m infancy! 
' Johnny, git yo’ gun, 
An’ come on t’ d’ woods! 
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GIT YO GUN. 


Gotta git some eatin’ 
An’ retu’n wif d’ goods! 


Summah’s d’ time 

When to hunt am fine, 
But Ah likes my coon 
In d’ wintah time! 

Ah gits my gun | 
An’ Ah hikes right out 
Whar d’ snow am deepes’ 
An’ d’ trees am stout; | 
Av’ Ah fills my gun 
Frum my ol’ cow’s horn; 
An’ Ah gits Mister Coon, 
Jes’ as sure as yo’ born! 


Settin’ heah a-dreamin’ 
Doan git no game! 
Bettah rouse up 

An’ pu’sue dat same; 
Fo’ Dinah’l] be lookin’ 
F’ somethin’ t’ cook, 

En’ Ah dun bettah hurry 
Er Ah dun git shook! 
Ah’d laike t’ sleep 

Whar d’ sun-flow’s grow 
Jes’ sleep an’ snoozle 
While d’ sof’? winds blow— 
But l’se gwine git hu’t 
Ef Ah doan hike soon, 
Fer Ah gotta git game 
Fo’e d’ ght ob d’ moon! 
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BIG BILL. 


“Jim-i-nee! but Bill was strong — 

Fer in all th’ fair time throng 

Wasn’t one, but Bill, could flop 

That big weight out of th’ top 
Of th’ strikin’ machine! 


“Gee-whisk-ers! but Bill was stout— 
Fer in all th’ country *bout 
He’s the one could square away, 
Jes’ as if *twas only play, 

An’ bust th’ lung tester! 


Smith-er-eens! but Bill was quick— 
An’ he’d land th’ ball a lick 
That'd send it way out there 
Where they wasn’t any fair, 

‘An’ win the ball game! 


Hull-y-gee! but Bill was fast— 
Fer with all th’ others past, 
Bill would dash up big as sin, 
An’ as easy as a pin, 

Ketch th’ greased pig! 


Mister man, but Bill could throw— 
Knock the babies every blow; 
Git a pocketful of smokes— 
Giv’ ’em free to all the folks, 
At the fairgrounds! 
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BIG BILL. 


But mercy me’ one day Bill fell! 

Fell ke-flum-mix! What tell? 

Jest a wee bit of a girl 

Set Bill’s head into a whirl; 
An’ she put Bill out! 


Hic jacet !—which means Bill lies 
Hidden fur fr’m mortal eyes; 
Died of un-re-quited love— 
Went defeated up above! 

Look out fer wimmen! 
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A WASTEBASKET ODE. 


Bold March has crossed the rubicon; 
We chase our fleeting hats no more—~ 

But April with her sudden rains 
O’ertakes and wets us to the core! 


We dream of posies in the wood, 
And get. spring fever in our brain! 
Then pine within the office close 
And hump ourselves with might and main. 


We lose our rubbers in the mud 
And get filth-spattered by a dray! 
Our landlord coldly bids us move 
Unless more rent we humbly pay! 


Our wife gues down into the stores 
And orders up a lot of stuff! 

Then madly sews and sews and sew: 
And keeps the household in a huff! 


O spring! O spring! Why prey thou thus 
Upon the mortal life of man? 

Somehow when we have dealt with you, 
We feel like we had “also ran.” 


We love your flowers, your birds and bees 
We like the ozone of your air; 

But please cut out the rest of it, 
O spring, O spring, so wet and rare} 
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IN THE COUNTRY. 


I would like to be out in the country to-day 
To pet the new colt on the neck, 

To scatter the pigs with a sudden “Oof! Oof!” 
And list to the woodpecker peck! 


I would like to be out in the country to-day 
And teach the bull-calf how to drink, 

To wander alone by the sinuous paths, 
To dream in the wood—and to think! 


I would like to be out in the country to-day 
To lie on the bank with a book 

And list, with a thrill to my very heart’s core, 
The orchestral rill of the brook! 


I would like to be out in the country to-day 
Where blue denim shirts are in style! 

*T would lighten my worries and give me more vim 
To eat country grub for awhile! 


I would like to be out in the country to-day— 
(The fact is I’m fretful and cross.) 

I’d throw myself down in—(Excuse me, dear friend, 
I hear him approaching—the boss!) 


CHAOS. 


A passerby called out “Police!” 

A neighbor summoned the patrol. 
The janitor he hollered “Fire!” 

And things were doing—on my soul! 


The cops en masse tore (?) up the street, 
The hurry wagon broke away! 

The firemen and the “Rescue Hose” 
They quickly came from Station “K”! 


Before the house the trembling crowd 
Drank in with fright the awful roar! 

Gad zooks! So wild the screaming was 
None dared to break the outer door! 


Full half the populace was there 
And almost tumbled in a fit 

When Jones announced the scare was off— 
Twas only seven playing “Pit.” 
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BACK YONDER. 


Out where my day-dreams wander, in valley to the west, 
There winds and sings a river—Utopia, the blest! 

Deep in the verdant valley, through wooded, bosky way, 

It flows, serenely placid, or gurgles in its play. 

Snug in the dew wet borders, in spring time, blossoms bloom, 
And joying birds their feathers along its edges plume. 
Down by the ford the waters, against each vagrant stone, 
Are wrangling in the sunshine and dashing into foam! 
Gay butterflies are winging their airy, wayward flight, 
While zephyrs kiss the daisies that glisten in the light. 

And here, in sunny weather, the loved and lovers come 
To blend their songs of passion with Nature’s rhythmic hum. 
Oft in the days now olden, I dreamed beneath the shade, 
Within a magic thralldom by fairy fancies made. 

King was I then of Hope Land, the valley was my own; 
Upon a stump I gloried, and golden was my throne. 

But Fate with sword has levelled my kingdom to the earth, 
Deposed me in the reck’ning to more plebeian berth. 

The river now is sordid, and cattle mar its pools, 

While frog-choirs in the shallows hold nightly singing schools. 
There are no soaring tree tops, no birds with plumage bright, 
The daisies e’en are faded and cheerless to the sight. _ 

. The film of time has settled upon the youthful eye, 

While cares bedim the vision and temper with a sigh. 

But still is left the mem’ry, in sterner days of quest, 

Of that fair, winding river—Utopia, the blest! 


THE FROST. 


When the frost is on the pumpkin 
It is also on the cow, 

And it’s likewise on the cow-lot, 
As you must now allow! 


When the frost is on the pumpkin, 
On the lot and on the cow, 

Then it surely must be mantling 
The cold and steely plow! 


When the frost is on the pumpkin, 
On the lot, the plow, the kine, 
It must certainly be roosting 
On the bristles of the swine! 


When the frost is on the pumpkin, 
Kine and lot and plow and ham, 
Couldn’t ever miss the contour 
Of the big and woolly ram! 


When the frost is on the pumpkin, 
The etcet’ra and the calf, 

(It is time for Tom and Jerry 
And a little half-and-half.) 


When the frost is on the pumpkin 
And the product of the fold, 

It is also on pa’s whiskers 
In the nippy morning cold! 


Yes, the frost is on the pumpkin— 
It is on the whole dinged farm— 
But the frost, my little Willie, 
Never blights the young school marm! 
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THE ROSE. 


Oh, fragrant rose in pungent bed, 
That bloometh redolent and red, 

I would that I your secret knew— 
Oh, rose, red rose, aglint with dew! 
If I but knew your charm to bloom 
In soft and odorous perfume, 

I too would make my fellows glad 
By smiling where the path is bad! 


Oh, fragrant rose, so brave and frail, 
Lisp in my ear your secret tale, 

That I may tell the world apart 

And put your beauty in each heart! 
Then human life could have no woe, 
And each in fellow-love would grow! 
Ah, rose! Red rose! Aglint with dew 
I would that I your secret knew! 
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SUCCESS. 


He built a poem of the time, 

And every foot in it was rhyme! 
"T'was full of dreamy, autumn days, 
Of leaves and hues and golden rays! 
When every line would neatly scan 
He sent it to the printer man! 


The printer man was sore oppressed 
With pains beneath his laundered vest; 
From eating dough and hasty lunch, 
His stomach was an aching bunch! 
And long he raved and tore his hair 
At what the scribe had written there! 
“The fiercest rot” he ever read, 

Is what the printer madly said! 


The hungry poet sighed no sigh; 
Instead, he winked the other eye! 
That night he toiled by candle-light 
To fix the poem up just right! 

To dialect he changed the verse; 
(If anything he made it worse.) 
He killed the head and added one 
That had a hint of buried fun. 
Then for the printer man once more 
He stuck the poem ‘neath the door! 


The man of type had just brought in 

A contract that would yield some tin— 
(His stomach it was calm and fine.) 

He read that poem line for line! 
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SUCCESS. 


Quite filled with mirth, he laughed in glee, 
Then sent the bard a golden V. 

The moral is, do not despair, 

But daily watch the bill of fare! 

Success in life is but a fake 

When founded on the stomachache! 
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TAKE HEART. 


By night the monitory blast 
Wails through the naked trees, 
But brightly in the fireplace weird 
Are dreams and hopes that please! 


Do not despair at empty fields 
And upland solitude, 

There’s promise hid in everything 
Of sad and somber mood! 


Throw melancholy to the winds, 
Take heart and love confess ; 

There’s goodness, God and happiness 
In everything, to bless! 
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THE COCKROACH. 


See the pesky cockroach ! 
Funny little cuss, 
Dragging thrcugh the butter— 
Here, you blunderbuss! 
Baked unto a frazzle 
In the apple pie— 
See the little cockroach 
With your eagle eye! 
See the little cockroach, 
Note his scraggly skate— 
Frolics in the pantry 
With his foxy mate! 
Swimming in the prune sauce, 
Ducking in the milk. 
See the little cockroach 
And his vexing ilk! 
See the little cockroach 
Loses off his head— 
Fried into the pancake, 
Insect quadruped ! 
Moulded in the sponge cake, 
In the syrup keg— 
See the little cockroach 
Minus one hind leg! 
See the little cockroach 
In the oyster soup! 
Struggling with the oyster; 
Tries to loop the loop! 
Gobbled with a relish 
By the hungry man. 
See the little cockroach— 
Catch him if you can! 
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THE HANDSHAKE. 


Hast met the man of mushy clasp 

Who grasps your hand with listless sag? 
Who, with a boncless, soggy mit, 

Ts heartless in his flabby wag? 


Hast met the man with mushy clasp 
Whose eyes ne’er look into your eyes? 
Who shakes so sort of tired like 
You feel compassion in you rise? 


Hast met the man with mushy clasp 
And trusted him on Busy street ? 

Go count your losses—and next time— 
Well, next time, please be more discreet! 


BELLY-BUSTER. 


Did ye ever ride down hill, 
Belly-whoppin’ 
On a sled? 

All stretched out upon the top, 
Like a floppin’ 
Quadruped ? 


Sum kids has another name— 
“Belly-bustin’ ”— 
Right out plain! 

°Tain’t no matter what th’ ae 
*S good fer rustin’ 
Of th’ brain! 


Say! us kids we slide down hill 
Jest a-scoopin’ 
Up th’ snow! 

Holler like Comanche bucks, 
Jest a-whoopin’ 
As we go! 


Had a coaster thet could fly, 
Belly-buster 
Down th’ track! 

Past th’ fastest sleds in town 
They could muster 
In a pack. 
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BELLY BUSTER. 


Had a race-horse pitcher on— 
Belly-whoppin’ 
Is th’ fun 

When ye allus take th’ lead, 
Never stoppin’ 
*Till ye’ve won! 


Once I ast my pa to go 
Belly-packin’ 
On my sleigh. 

Pa he laffed an’ said, “Uh-uh !” 
Kind a backin’ 
Like away. 


“Take yer ma,” my pa sez he, 
“Belly-buster !” 
An’ he smiled! 

Ma she up and chased my pa 
With her duster, 
Half a mil’d! 


I don’t keer if pa er ma 
Don’t like slidin’ 
Down the hill. 
They ain’t nothin’ suits me like 
This sled ridin’— 
Be they, Bill? 
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ADAM AND EVE. 


Said the spare-rib to her Adam 
In the golden autumn time: 
“Let’s stroll down toward the orchard, 
Through the myrtle and the thyme. 
See! The sunset glows are blended 
In an aureole above, 
And our hearts are beating truly 
In an ecstasy of love. 
So let’s walk down to the orchard 
Where beatitudes unfurled 
Are encompassed by a garden— 
Fairest ‘Idlewild,’ our world 
On a rustic seat in Eden 
With our love that’s ever new, 
Let us sit and hold each other’s 
Warm and pulsing hands a few 
Then Eve slipped her arm in Adam’s, 
And they wandcred through the shade 
To the silhouetted shadows, 
By the apple branches made. 
There are still disputed versions, 
Tho’ the histories unite 
That *twas merely thirteen minutes 
They were gone that fatal night! 
But, in thirteen fleeting minutes, 
Eve had tied to Fate a can, 
Fast’ning on the world eternal, 
Death—an everlasting ban. 
Her ecstatic, pulsing beauty 
Caused Old Adam’s awful fall, 
For, by handing him the apple, 
She condemned us one and all! 


99 
! 


169 


CLEANLINESS AND GODLINESS. 


Jim Lee was a lazy cuss 
That panhandled, loafed and swore! 
James Brown was a pinching “guy” 
That owned half the town, or more! 


Jim Lee hadn’t had a bath 
Since he was a barefoot lad! 
James Brown took a morning plunge 
And rubbed till his heart was glad! 


Thus one was aglow and neat; 
The other was stale and rent! 

They died! (Can you squeeze a tear?) 
And both to St. Peter went! 


To Jim old St. Peter said: 
“Pass into the bath room there!’’ 

To Brown—well, he turned Brown back 
And scoffed as he tore his hair! 


You see, this man Brown was rich, 
But close as a tight-barked limb! 
He heard not the beggar’s cry, 
But heaped up his gold with vim! 


While Jim was unclean and bad, 
He shared with a dog a bone— 

Less baths, and a heart, are best 
When quizzed at St. Peter’s throne! 
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THE THOMAS CAT. 


I love to hear the tom-cat growl, 
On the alley fence at night; 

He puts his soul in his fervent yowl 
And lets ’er rip with might! 
“Yeow! Yeow!! Meyow!!!” 


I joy to list that 'Thomas-cat, 
As he strikes crescendoes high ; 
His soul is wrapt in the biz he’s at 
Tho’ bootjacks hurtle by! 
“Pfist! Pfist!! Me-pfist !!!” 


I prize the cat for his honest work, 
On the rakish woodshed top ; 

Nor e’er a note does the tom-cat shirk 
While divers weapons drop! 
“Yeow! Pfist!! M-e-y-o-w!!!” 


I Jaud the cat, the Thomas-cat, 
In the tangled garden patch; 

He yowls with zest, and he standeth pat 
To back his yowl with scratch! 
“Y-e-o-w! P-f-i-s-t!! M-e-y-o-w!!!? 


172 


AT THE SIGN OF THE FROST. 


In the wood the leaves are falling, 

In the bush the thrush is calling, 

In the log the squirrel, chiding, 
Chiding, 

Guards the store he’s deftly hiding, 
Hiding from his clan. 


On the brook the waves are whimpling, 

On its breast, the sheen is dimpling, 

On the stream debris is floating, 
Floating— 

Autumn leaves like fairies boating, 
Boating in a dream. 


On the plain the flow’rs are nodding, 

In the field the plowman’s plodding, 

O’er the glebe the sunshine hazy, 
Hazy, 

Spreads its thralldom light. and mazy. 
Mazy, as a spell. 


In the wild the briars are tangled, 

In the nooks the banks are spangled, 

In the blue the bees are winging, 
Winging ; 

All their honeyed plunder bringing, 
Bringing to the hive. 


In my heart, Lucille, I’m singing, 

To my joy I’m wildly clinging, 

With my sweets my heart I’m bringing, 
Bringing— 

To your feet, my own, is winging, 
Winging, all my love! | 
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A WOMAN’S WAY. 


Would you win a maiden, sweet— 
Saucy maid, with form petite— 
Make her heart incline to you 

As you amorously sue? 


Trust to her the reins of Fate, 
Let her drive her own good gait! 
Through the sylvan ways of shade 
She will guide, this willful maid; 
Where the waters murmur low 
Let her gallop, fast or slow! 


Never think to stay her hand 
Jn the wood or on the strand; 
She, the guiding star and bright, 
Must be humored day and night! 


Then, when near some fair retreat, 
Reach around behind the seat; 
Take her gently in your arms, 
Speaking meanwhile of her charms! 
Tell her low, in accents clear, 

Why you hold her love so dear. 
Deftly, calmly, do your part 

At the portals of her heart! 

But be wary! Make no signs 

You would like to take the lines! 
Warmly clasp your hands o’er hers— 
Now the vital time occurs; 

Looking deeply in her eyes 

Speak of home and marriage ties— 
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A WOMAN'S WAY. 


Firmly pull the reins at will, 

Four hands driving—well—until 
Round your neck she throws her arms, 
Nestling close with strange alarms! 


% * * 


Through the quiet, woodland lanes, 
She forgets you hold the reins! 


When a man has shown his nerve, 
He may drive with dizzy curve 
Up the hill and down the hill, 
Cross the corduroy or rill; 

Fast or slow mid rock and ledge, 
Even to the mountain’s edge! 
She will be both true and brave 
From the altar to the grave! 
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MY OL’ MISSOURY. 


When th’ snow is on th’ landscape 
An’ they’s diamonds in th’ air, 
With the mercury at zero 
An’ the frost ’most everywhere, 
Then I likes my old Missoury 
Corn-cob pipe, with bamboo stem— 
Fer they ain’t no cumfurts goin’ 
Thet kin near compare with them ! 


When icicles is a-hangin’ 
Fr’m th’ eaves of every roof, 
I kin bundle up all comfy 
Clean fr’m baldy spot t’ hoof! 
Chills the marrer-bones a trifle, 
But a red bandanny wipe 
Keeps m’ ears all warm an’ toasty, 
While my nose jest hugs that pipe! 


I kin go out in th’ winter 
When th’ frigid north wind blows! 
Keepin’ all the fellers feelin’ 
Of th’ frost bites on their nose! 
I jest smoke up big and hefty, 
Warmin’ that olfact’ry knob! 
Plod, a-puffin’ and a-pullin’ 
On my sweet Missoury cob! 


Folks kin have their fine havanners, 
Aromatic cigarettes! 

All I wants is my ol’ corn-cob, 
An’ I’m wearin’ epilets! 
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MY OL’ MISSOURY. 


I ain’t selfish! No, ner on’ry, 
But I’m willin’ ter admit 
That if anybody steals it 
That there sumone will git fit! 


Fer I luv my ol’ Missoury, 
Full er pure Verginny leaf; 
Then I’m mighty nigh ter heaven 
Smokin’ it—thet’s my belief! 
Yes, I likes my old Missoury 
Corn-cob pipe with bamboo stem— 
Fer they ain’t no cumfurts goin’ 
Thet kin near compare with them! 


AT “THE POINT.” 


In the river, at “The Point,” 
Forty boys are splashing, 
Sun upon their reddened backs 

In the daylight flashing. 


Round the bend the boarders come, 
To the boat-house. flocking— 

Maidens gasp! The modest faint! 
Oh, how awful shocking! 


Then from out a boyish throat, 
In a voice of thunder, 

Comes one stern, affrighted cry— 
“Hullychee, duck under!” 


THE AURORA OF HOPE. 


Build the nest stronger, *tis summer no longer; 
Autumn is dying 
And chill winds are sighing— 
The winter is near. 


Make the nest cozy—’twas meant to look rosy— 
While winter is winging, 
And earthward is flinging 
The last of the leaves. 


Coax the fire lightly to burn ever brightly; 
Autumn is weeping, 
While grim Fate is reaping 
The harvest of red. 


Bury your sorrow and live for to-morrow; 
Winter is fleeting 
And Boreas, beating, 
Is calm in the spring. 


Open vour cottage to joy’s full allotage; 
Mistletoe blisses, 
With ecstatic kisses, 
Petition your lips! 


Then let us hope tether no matter what weather; 
Tho’ Autumn is dying, 
Tho’ zephyrs are sighing 
Great Hope is the King. 
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The triumphs that we win to-day, though dearly bought, 
An hundred years from now removed, will count as naught. 


The corner that we made in wheat won only gold. 
*Twas nothing to a world in need we bought or sold. 


Would man rush on like maddened beast, with gain his plea, 
If always in his heart were true philosophy ? 


An hundred years and we will be removed and sped! 
The strifes we won will be forgot, when we arv dead! 


To-day, when we are strong and brave, let’s help along 
The weary and the burdened one among the throng! 


{f we should miss a deal in corn allaying tears, 
*T would be some better in the end—an hundred years! 
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THE FIRST HUNT. 


The first soft snow has fallen 
And the earth is white with down— 
Get your hunting coat and mittens, 
Bring the gun and call the houn’ ; 
Rabbit tracks are bold and plenty, 
Zig-zag, in the brushy glen. 
Hang the game-bag on your shoulder, 
Fill the belt with number 10! 
Put a cold snack in your pocket 
And we’re off behind the pack, 
Tracking through the virgin blanket, 
Veering woodward on the tack! 
Cotton-tails are sleeping snugly 
Underneath the old brush heaps. 
Now be ready when I stamp it— 
Hi! He flies in frightened leaps! 
Gun to shoulder, eye to barrel; 
Quick.as flash the trigger play 
Sends the leaden missiles plunging 
At the wagging ball of gray! 
Ah! He leaps! He falls! and nestles 
Dead upon the crimsoned crest, 
While the dogs with cruel yelpings 
Crowd about poor Bun abreast! 
Over all the diamonds glisten, 
Prism-kissed and glinting bright 
With the glories of the rainbow 
Painted there by shafts of light! 
Home at nigh all wet and weary, 
Laden down with cotton-tails, 
Fascinating is the pastime 
Hunting rabbits in the vales! 
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LAD! 
THAT 1S HER WRITING WITH SCRAWL 
AND GURL— 
TuLiPs! A BOUQUET IN LUSTROUS RED! 
TULIPS! MY ANSWER! GOD BLESS 
THAT GIRL!” 


MAGNUS DIGGS. 


Magnus Diggs, he jist moved here. He’s th’ boy ’at lives next door! 
Cum fr’m.on a farm “out West,” ’bout a week ago, er more! 
Cum t’ school last Monday noon, kind a-sidlin’ through the gate! , 
“Hil” whooped “Smartie” Willie Brown, “see th’ new boy with his . 
slate!” x 
“What’s yer name?” bawled Willie Brown, standin’ right acrost th’ 
walk! 
“Magnus Diggs,” th’ new boy said, kinda trembly in his talk! +, 
“Ho! Ho! What a’ nawful name!” bellered “Smartie” Willie Brown; 
“Magnus Diggs! Oh, hully gee! That’s th’ worstest name in town!” 
Then he up and got a chip—put it on his shoulder there— 2 
“Knock it off, now, ‘Maggie’ Diggs, er I guess ye’ll take a dare!’’. . 
Well, sir, that there scrap was fun! Magnus Diggs, the new boy, he. 
Jist licked “Smartie” Willie Brown easy as he could a flea! . 
Larruped him and pulled his hair! My, but Magnus used him tough! 
Then he sit on him until “Smartie” Willie bawled “Enough ” 
“Served him right,” said all th’ boys. *Tain’t no way t’ whoop aroun’ 
When a boy like Magnus Diggs, jist a stranger, comes t’ town! 


184 


. i a . 4 
ma AH \ ite 


aL 
w 


— —— 


SS 


\ 


2 Oh 
Dir” AWS 


; Wh a, aks 
aN ea f . 


\ ge 
. AR 


Ref 


7X 
, 
0 


; es 


THE HEART GARDEN. 


Your heart is but a garden 
Wherein you sow the seed ; 
All bounteous you sow, love— 

Then sow to suit your need! 


Just plant the seeds of kindness; 
Cast out the seeds of sin, 

For they but choke the flowers 
When once the sprouts begin! 


Pull up the tares and thistles 
And nurse the blossoms rife, 
That they may shed their perfume, 
Full blown, upon your life! 
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LEARNING. 


He begged the maiden for a kiss, 
But Clarice shook her head a bit; 

He vowed ’twould be ecstatic bliss ; 
She said she wouldn’t think of it! 


He pleaded like a true born knight— 
There nothing was in love amiss! 
She argued it would not be right 
To give a full grown man a kiss! 


Her saucy face showed grave alarms, 
Her cherry lips were set with fright! 
But Willie took her in his arms, 
And—what he did was done just right! 


She did not scream or make a scene, 
But blushed at learning Cupid’s lore; 
And snug in Willie’s supple arms, 
She pursed her pretty lips for more! 


They’re married now and bless the day 
When Clarice learned what joyous bliss 
Depends, along the human way, 
Upon the stealing of a kiss! 
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THE PLAN DIVINE. 


If all days were bright days, 
Quite sunny, why pray 
How could we compare them 
With days that are nay? 

If life were all sunshine 
With never a cloud, 
How could we know distance 
It is from the shroud ? 
How sweet would be sweetness 
With nothing of sour? 
And what would our life be 
If Death had no power? 
We count joy from sadness, 
And loving from hate, | 
Else love would be nothing— 
God spare us such Fate! 
If all days were bright days, 
The skies would be dun— 
’T was God, in his wisdom, 
That shadowed the sun! 
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ON THE LAKE. 


Here’s a health to you! in the twilight blue 
While the west is streaked with red! 

Here is life serene! in the water’s sheen 
’Neath the rising moon o’erhead ! 


In the hazy hue ’gaiust the banks of blue 
Of the twilight on the lake, 

We are all alone ’mid the zephyrs blown, 
By the Wind Ged in our wake! 


Let us lose our care in the twilight fair 
And remember but our love, 

As we drift along with a low, sweet song 
’Neath the bending skies above! 


There are woes, *tis true, and the glass of rue, 
But to-night there’s only joy 

In our tiny boat on the lake afloat— 
“Ah, Cupid, ‘Ship ehoy!’ ” 
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LIFE. 


With fevered hands does man 
His work assail! 

He vows to chain Success, 
Where thousands fail! 


Tho’ dozens reach the goal 
With bleeding feet, 

And go to claim the prize, 
*Tis Death they meet! 


Is ruling worth the toll 
Of sunshine lost? 

The ravish of one’s self 
At deadly cost? 


Or is it more divine 
When morn’s begun, 
To be content with Life 
And bless the Sun? 
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FLAPJACKS. 


Say! did ye ever run a race 
"Ith th’ boy ’at lives next door, 

Katin’ pancakes yer ma bakes, 
An’ keep hollerin’ fer more? 


“That uns mine!” sez he t’? me 

When my ma she gets behind. 
“You’ve had twelve to my elev’n!” 

“Here!” says ma, “now never mind!” 
She jest ketches us ’ith four, 

All done fine and browned on top! 
When we put the ’lasses on 

Seems like we can’t never stop! 


Ma sez, “What a awful hole 

My boys has fer buckwheat cakes!” 
“What! Not seventeen apiece? 

and o’ goodness! Merzy sakes!” 


Then th’ boy ’at lives next door 
He hangs back at takin’ one! 
“Gee,” sez I, in boastin’ voice, 
“This here race is jest begun!” 
“Fraidy cat! Ycu’r’ fraidy cat! 
They won’t nuther! Have a batch!” 
Jim-i-nee! I’d like to see 
Flapjacks ’at ud make me scratch! 


192 


BRINGING THE COWS. 


There’s daybreak and noon and afternoon, too, 

Night time and Sunday when Bill courts his Sue, 

But morning or eve, Mirandy allows, 

There’s no time quite like when Towse brings the cows. 


The great sun has set in glorified red 

And mock-birds have put their young ones to bed, 
The whip-poor-will calls his mate in the wood, 

The owl’s faint halloo frights Dame Mouse’s brood— 


Then Towse comes a-yelp behind the bovine. 
Straight up the long lane they jog in a line. 
The brindle cow leads with bell loudly stirred— 
“Bob-tail” in the rear, the worst of the herd. 


The farmer shouts, “Poigh !” to call the fat stock 
That bellow and squeak o’er fruit of the shock; 
The chickens at roost on building and tree 

Are chuckling “Good night” as soft as can be. 


Here’s plenty and peace, and still some in store, 
And when that is gone there’s always some more. 
So ho! for the time when faithful old Towse 
Sets forth on his task of bringing the cows. 
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YE COUNTRY EDITOR. 


The editor sat in his sanctum, 

With woe in his long, tangled hair; 
His brow was a riot of wrinkles, 

His face wore the pall of despair! 


His heart, like a mountainous burden, 
Lay sluggishly still in his breast ; 

His breath came in labored bemoanings 
That told of a sorrow suppressed! 


The foreman reported a break-down, 
The devil got caught in the press; 
The gasoline engine exploded, 
The ad-type fell into the mess! 


The paper got onto the rollers, 

The cogs jumped the track of the bed; 
The folder it riddled the issue, 

The tape ran across the new' head! 


The creditors called with the sheriff, 
The prize-fighter got in the game! 

The woman who knew she was slandered, 
The landlord and mother-’n-law came! 


The editor sat in his sanctum, 
With woe in his long, tangled hair; 
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YE COUNTRY EDITOR. 


His brow it was whiter than marble, 
His face was the face of despair! 


He raised not his eyes from before him, 

He moved not a muscle, nor spoke; 

He feared not, he winced not, he squirmed not, 
He turned not his face, nor awoke! 


Full roughly they swooped down upon him, 
And pointed their guns at his head; 
But God in His wisdom protected— 
For Editor Squiblets was dead! 


SUCKER TIME. 


The ships that pass at night 
Are stalwart ships, I know, 

But those that pass by day 
Bear hope within their bow! 


A small and anxious lad 
Rowed by another boy— 
And loudly do they shout: 
“Say, Jimmie, ship ahoy!” 
And out across the deep 
In shrill, teseeching terms, 
There falls upon the ear: 
“Has youse got any worms?” 


FAITH. 


‘Where are you going, Oh, little stream, 
Babbling along with your endless song? 
What is your mission? What harbor bound? 
Stay, Oh, ye prattler, your journey long!” 


“Hinder me not, Oh, you boulder gray; 
Mossed with the age of a stolid sphere, 

God made this song for my rills to sing; 
He knows the wav and I have no fear!” 


Toiling along, with your load apack, 
This is the answer, my friend, for you! 
God made the path for your feet to tread, 
He knows the way and will see vou through! 
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OUT OF TOWN. 


In the golden summer weather 
When the clouds float light together, 
An’ the sky is wearing tapestries o’ haze— 
When the sunbeams are so yeller 
That they almost burn a feller 
As he hikes along the pavement hot a ways— 


In the torrid summer weather 
When the lilies break from tether, 
Noddin’ white upon the water’s buoyant breast— 
When the woods are real invitin’ 
When the rabbits go a-skiting’, 
An’ the turtle dove croons softly on her nest— 


Then ’tis time to sort o’ wander 
To the sun-kissed hills out yonder, 
Where the zephyrs are a talkin’ to the trees ; 
Just fergit yer work an’ worry 
Where the country, sweet and purry, 
Blows the cobwebs from yer brain cells on the breeze! 


There are pastoral scenes—and quiet— 
Even though you have to buy it 
At steen dollars by the week of cash right down! 
There the air is pure as honey, 
There you breathe away your money—“out of town! 
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THE POST-MORTEM PLAYER. 


A wise man says that cards are bad; 

That shuffling is a waste of time— 
Hours spent in foolish idleness 

Upon the ladder we would climb! 
And yet I find a game or two 

Along Fame’s way but scarce retards— 
Except when some bad player halts 

To hold post-mortems on the cards. 


“Who was it held the ace of spades?” 
“If I had only caught the jack, 

I surely would have won that pot, 
And helped along my little stack.” 

“Who trumped that deuce for goodness sake ?” 
“T tried to fill a bobtail flush.” 

“Just let me see the discard, please!” 
Meanwhile he holds the game to gush! 


Why don’t the goblins get this man? 
I wish the bad, bold hold-up “pards” 
Would slug the nuisance who gets wise 
And holds post-mortems on the cards! 


LOUISE. 


Louise is pretty, 
Louise is fair; 
Louise is witty, 
And has sun-kissed hair. 


Louise is saucy, 

A gay coquctte ; 
Louise is flossy, 

But Pll win her yet. 


Louise is wary, 

Her heart’s duress ; 
Louise, the fairy, 

She will not confess! 


Louise, 1’n gazing, 
Deep in your eyes— 
See hope amazing . 
And a paradise. 


Louise, you’re blushing! 
Louise, your cheek 
With love is flushing 
What your heart would speak! 


Louise, caressing, 

T hold you tight; 
Louise, I’m pressing 

For your “Yes” to-night! 
Louise, you’re clinging 

Upon my breast: 
My heart is singing, 

And at love’s behest! 
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THE SONGS MY MOTHER SANG. 


Give me the songs of childhood days, 
The melodies that thrill; 

The songs my mother sang to me— 
The songs I rev’rence still. 


Listen, my heart, to memories 
Of tender lays of yore, 

The crooning of maternal love, 
The songs of simpler score. 


Give to my weary ear the airs 
That stir me through and through, 
The old-time songs, the mother songs, 
The songs forever new! 


Grant me the pulse of ecstasy 
I felt in ancient tune 

My mother sang in quavering voice, 
In words of simple rune. 


Sound me no grand orchestral flights, 
No peans of the time— 

Give me the songs of childhood days, 
The mother songs, divine. 
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MY LOVE’ I LONG. 


The goldenrod is klooming by the road, 

The brown-eyed-susans dip upon the breeze ; 
The katydids are “didding” 
Their everlasting “kidding,” 

And soughing winds sigh softly in the trees, 
The melancholy season, 
It is apropos to reason. 

Will soon be here in flush of autumn huc; 
It is coming, coming, coming, 

And I long my love, for you! 


The hazy days are shortening hour by hour, 
The dried vines rustle softly in the sun; 
The river ripples, dimpling, 
Are continuously whimpling, 
And frosting by the Frost Ning has begun. 
The spider-web is weaving 
And the reddened leaves are leaving, 
To fall upon the earth and rustle too— 
To rustle, rustle, rustle, 
And I long, my love, for you! 


The wintry months are coming swift and sure, 
The Wind King soon. will send his draughts of cold; 
The chill air will be chilling, 
But I know you will be willing 
To build the morning fires when you are told. 
"Tis nice to hear them burning 
When sleepily ’'m turning— 
T’ll love you just as once I used to do 
Tf you'll build ’em, build ’em, build ’cm! 
And I long, my love, for you! 
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There’s a heap o’ joy in a linen string an’ a bamboo pole an’ bait 
On the bayou bank by th’ old-road bridge, when th’ day is gittin’ late! 


No, it ain’t so much that th’ big fish bite er th’ shiners jerk th’ line, 


But there’s heaven there in th’ eventide, an’ a quaff o’ sunset. wine! 
—_—_— Neen, 
Then th’ golden glow fest is a deep’nin’ fast to red! 


pin’ birds say their sweet good night as they flutter off to 


List th’ low of cows, an’ th’ whistling boy as he plods behind th’ herd! 
Ah! there’s peace an’ rest in th’ twilight time when th’ leaves are 
scarcely stirred! 


An’ it’s wuth yer while t’ be livin’ then, jest to sort 0’ dream and wait 
On th’ bayou bank by th’ old-road bridge, when th’ day is gittin’ late! 
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HICK’RY BENDER. 


Did ve ever make a “bender’— 
“Hick’ry bender” on th’ ice? 

There ain’t nothin’ half so ticklish, 
Er fer fun will half suffice! 


On a thawy, soggy mornin’ 
In th’ bayou or th’ crick, 
Where th’ ice is mostly rubber 
An’ it’s not so very thick ; 


Git th’ lightest little feller 
In th’ bunch to venture out 
Where the frost is sort o’ crackly, 
An’ th’ surface not so stout! 


If it holds him, send another 
Just behind th’ little kid, 

Keepin’ close up to th’ first un 
In the track where he has slid! 


_Now ye add a heavy skater— 
One, two, three, all in a row 

"Til th’ ice begins ter rubber 
An’ th’ waters overflow! 


_ Pretty soon it cracks like sixty! 
Hick’ry bender! Oh, what bliss! 
Lots of fun an’ lots of danger, 
Bendin’ this! 
lower like 
down 
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HICK’RY BENDER. 


Then ye whoop an’ dare cach other, 
Skatin’ fast acrost th’ spot, 

Which jest bends an’ bends, like hick’ry— 
And which breaks—jes’ like as not! 


Ain’t no fun like it a-goin’, 
’Cepting it may break in two 
When a feller gits some careless— 
Breaks “ke-slosh,” an’ lets him through! 


Been in lots of ticklish places, 
Where th’ water is quite wet, 
But there’s nothin’ like a bender! 
Hick- bet! 
ry . Jest 
bender, you 


A BOQUET. 


ON THE SUBURBAN TRAIN. 


Fair were the phlox and lilies 
And pale “sweet-william” bloom 
Wrought in the Master’s image 
Upon Dame Nature’s loom. 


Rich in their royal incense, 
All wet with morning dew 
Bade they, in flower language, 
“Good morning!” on the “Q.” 


Brought by a bashful native 
From fragrant dell and far, 

Spake they to hearts aweary 
Upon the crowded car. 


Glowing in scented beauty, 
They sang to dozens there, 

Songs of the land out yonder 
Where His own people are. 


One from the peaceful country 
Suppressed a wistful sigh— 

She was a farmer’s daughter 
From bonny land and sky. 


Flowers of home, she loved them, 
Lily and phlox and rose— 
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Have faith and trust; 
Be true, you must! 
Strive much; aim high— 
Then do, or die! 
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There’s heaps 0° joy 
In this life o’ ours! 
Fergit th’ thorns, 
An’ jist pluck th’ flow’rs! 


Newspaper Rhymes 


BENNY BOLT. 


Oh, don’t you remember, dear teacher, Ben Bolt, 
Who put a bent pin in your seat? 

How you whipped Benny then on the very same spot 
Where the pin made you jump to your feet! 


Ah, don’t you remember, dear teacher, the book 
That told of the egg and the hen? 

Then our reader declared that the hen fruit was good! 
Will you read me that hen tale again? 


Ah, don’t you remember, dear teacher, the lamb 
That Mary, the maid, brought to school ? 

How it butted your bustle ’way ’round to the side, 
And then chewed up the school’s “Golden Rule”? 


But Benny, poor boy, he has gone to his rest! 
And sleeps ’neath the posies abloom! 

Yes, our Benny, dear teacher, made one bad mistake 
When he tickled a mule with a broom! 


Live not for self 
To pile up pelf 
Gold does not pay 
On Judgment Day! 
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WILLIAMS LITTLE SNAKE. 


William had a little snake. It’s skin was green and black. 
No matter whither William went, the snake would not go back! 


It followed him to bed one night, in spite of William’s wish, 
To chide him for his recklessness, in drinking like a fish! 


Then William fled in awesome haste, and neighbors do allege 
He went to town that very day, and signed the tem’prance pledge. 


Quite strange to say the snake is dead, since William quite the booze, 
And snakelets bite him never more, when he goes home to snooze. 


ROUNDING OUT HIS LIFE. 


He wanted a dear little, sweet little wife, 

To pet him and soothe him and round out his life! 
He met her and won her—the name. was Pauline. 
No happier king ever wedded his queen; 

But now that she has him—alas! what a sin! 
She rounds out his life with a big rolling pin! 


Though blades of grass are upward turncd, 
They never cut the feet, I’ve learned! 
Though iron pigs are squeezed and rolled. 
The pig-iron squealeth not, I’m told! 

The butter-flies, the window-panes, 

The corn-stalks and the weather-vanes! 

The chimney-swallows and the can 

Is being rushed! How old is Ann? 
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THE MODERN SECRET. 


The Auld Lang Syne, when tales were told, 
And secrets did a king unfold, 

He pressed his signet to the lip, 
Safeguarding it from gossip’s flip! 

And thus ’twas sealed and kept secure 
From vulgar tongue of wag or boor! 


But in these days of medern life, 

A man goes home and warns his wife; 
He cautions her in ianguage neat 

To guard the news and be discreet. 
Next day he hears it, up and down 
The streets and allevs of the town! 


THE MODERN JACK. 


Little Jack Horner 

Sat in a corner 
Hating a roastbraten pie! 

By midnight a hummock 

Had formed in his stomach— 
“Good by little Jackson, good by!” 


While eating ice-cream’ 
She swallowed a fly; 
Now— 
She’s eating fly paper— 
Of course you know why! 
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JILL SMILED ALSO. 


Jack and Jill 
Went up the hill 
To rush a can of liquor! 
Jack “smiled”—once ; 
But Jill, the dunce— 
Well, Jill took quite a “snicker!” 


Jack and Jill 
Imbibed their fill. 
Then Jill she drank a “snifter!” 
“?Rah, h’re! 
Zjack, carry me!” 
But Jack he couldn’t lift rer! 


Jack and Jill 
On top the hill. 
Fell, in a fit of laughter! 
Jack rolled down 
Right into town! 
And Jill came tumbling after! 


HOW IT WAS. 


He started a trust 

But it blew up and bust! 

And the man who had started it, 

He up and cussed— 

And that was the end of the trust bust! 
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THE COST OF ART. 


A farmer came to town 
‘'o have his likeness painted ; 
But when he learned the price, 
The reuben almost fainted! 


“Jest leave off all the frills 
An’ taint no use t’ burnish! 

Now, mister, name yer price 
Ef I th’ paint 711 furnish!” 


“Well, Pll be dogged,” he drawled, 
“T guess that I ain’t able! 

Why, blast my stars, that there 
Will paint my hull cow-stable!” 


WHAT WILLIAM WAS. 


When Willie was a little lad 
He wanted to be great— 

The king of all the pirates bold 
All togged in tinsel state! 

But when he grew to be a man, 
A different life he led— 

He then became, despite the law, 
A trust magnate instead! 


In science or painting 
He did not excel, 
But he held an ace full 
And did very well! 
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MARY’S LAMB AGAIN. 


Oh! Mary has a little lamb— 
Now list this chansonnette! 
She wears it close about her neck, 

This Persian collarette! 


And many little moths sing ho! 
In contemplative fit— 

They, “in the good old summer time,” 
Won’t do a thing to it! 


“DURN YE, JEREMIAH!’ 


Little words of reason 
Spoken to a mule, 

Oft will curb his anger 
And his passion cool. 


But ’tis well to argue 
At a jasack’s head— 
Saves a heap o’ huntin’ 
For the long lost dead! 


THE FIRST SPRING ROBIN. 


The air is apulse with the passion of spring; 
The buds are a bursting; the fond heart is throbbin’. 
Who then will report for the small country paper, 
The first piping plaint of the first little robin? 
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PRETTY LITTLE MAIDEN. 


“Pretty little maiden in your Easter hat, 

Really you are charming—yes, you’re more than that! 
Dainty bit of fashion from the fashion book, 

Truly you’re entrancing—please, now, just one look! 
Ah! What mirth and mischief sparkle in your eye! 
May I walk beside you—yes, for aye and aye? 

Sweet and dashing maiden in the Easter hat, 

Let us set up quarters in a tiny flat! 

You will be my queenly, happy little wife ; 

I will guard and keep you from the world of strife— 
And each Easter morning you shall have a hat 

That will knock the feathers, dear one, off of that!’ 


“Seems like I have known you all my life,” she said, 
While her cheeks flushed warmly like the poppy red. 
Then the little maiden in the Easter hat 

Fell upon his bosom! What d’ye think of that? 


BY LANTERN LIGHT. 


“An honest man’s the noblest work of God.” 
Thus wrote the poet, by his candle dim, 
But were Diogenes alive to-day, 
He’d still be searching for a glimpse of him! 


CONSISTENCY... 


She had the boy arrested— 
“The wicked little brat!”— 
For killing a canary 
Like that upon her hat! 
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THANKSGIVING TIME. 


The turkey gobbler in his glee 
Pursueth divers bugs, 

Likewise grasshoppers, frogs and bees, 
Fat crickets, snails and slugs! 


But soon the farmer lad will chase 
This pride of gobbling flock, 
And with the gleaming ax of steel, 

Decapitate the cock! 


His legs will point in mute appeal 
Toward the oven top;. 

His stomach will be filled with stuff 

_ Much larger than his crop. 


And soon of Turk will naught remain, 
No remnants of the bake— 

But there will be ’neath Johnny’s vest 
An awful stomach ache! 


He sang there in the moonlight 
Beneath her window sill; 

His song was shrill and earnest, 
Although the night was still. 
Then wide she oped the shutters 

And loudly “hollered” “Scat !’ 
For he who sang so boldly 
Was but a thomas-cat. 
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ZEKE’S RELIGION. 


Big, bright fiah, an’ m Crackety Ann 
Bastin’ away by de heapin’ pan! 
Possums and pone, an’ de taters sweet 
All a-stacked up to a pyr-mid neat! 
Gravy t’ boot, an’ a jug o’ gin— 

Wish it was Chris’mas over agin! 
Crackety Ann by de wa’msh fire! 

Bress de good Lawd! T’se a git’n nier! 
Possums and pone an’ m’ ol’ co’n pipe— 
Praise to de Lawd! M’ religion’s ripe! 


Perhaps beyond this. weary grind 
Are other grinds we will not mind 
Some fairer day! 
Some rarer day! 
When ’cross our paths the sunlight plays, 
A silhouetted, golden maze— 
Some sweeter clime! 
Some restful time! 
Mayhap millenium will dawn, 
When man no longer mows the lawn 
O’er and o’er! 
With rusty mower 
Some fairer day! 
Some rarer day! 
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